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'Twas stern adversily inspired my muse ; 
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Which oft haye sung to me a cheering strain. 
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THE SEVEN DISPENSATIONS. 

I. THB ANTBDILUYIAN.* II. THE PATBIAROH^L. 
III. TH£ WILDERNESS. lY. THB TEMPLE. 
y. THE CHRISTIAN. YL THB MILLENNIAL. 
VII. THE GLORY. 



I. 
THE ANTEDILUVIAN. 

The young sun shines on a world new-bom^ 
The radiance unstained of Time's earliest mom; 
The fiat almighty hath sounded abroad. 
And the wilderness blooms at the word of the Lord ; 
Eden is present, unspoiled by the foe, 
And man walks erect in his innocence now ; 
His days pass in gladness : the garden is ^een ; 
And the sunshine of happiness smiles on the scene ; 
But, down in the darkness to which he was hurled, 
The tempter hath heard of this newly-built world ; 
And a condave infernal mature a dark scheme 
To make its young tenants as guilty as them. 
Hark I Hark I a sofl whisper, our parents are won. 
And Satan laughs loud at his empire begun ; 
The apple is gathered, the fence drawn aside. 
And sm stamps on Adam its impress of pride. 

B 
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Who speaks ? Tis the Lord at the cool of the daj : 
Why Adam, why run from your Father away ? 
The glance of omniscience perceives their retreat. 
And calls them to mark their seducer's defeat. 
Hear how the All-wise makes transgression's dark 

stream 
The wave to float vessels of mercy to Him ; 
Pronouncing meanwhile his unchangeable ban : — 
A curse on the earth, and a woe on the man. 
Now banished they wander in deserts afar. 
Still cheered by the promise, their solacing star. 
And soon our pleased mother lifts proudly her son: — 
'Tis the seed of the woman ; our exile is done ! 
Alas ! when increasing she smiles on a throng. 
She finds the same serpent her children among ; 
He fills with dark envy her first-born, her Cain, 
And murder gloats glad o'er the blood bedewed plain I 
Again from the cloud comes the voice of the Lord, 
And the man-killer trembles, an outcast abhorred ! 
And distant away from the sycamore's shade. 
Where an innocent boy with young Abel he played. 
While smiling, but sad, their kind parents looked on. 
Remembering their Eden, their happiness gone ! 
Far distant in some yet unvisited place 
He lives, the first sire of an infidel race. 
Soon, joying anew. Eve caresses her Seth, 
.In whom her fair Abel seems wakened from death ; 
Descending from whom through the vista of years, 
To the eye of her faith her Redeemer appears. 
The promised Messiah, her Son, and her Lord, 
By whom the lost bliss shall be more than restored. 
Bright prospect I the beauties of Paradise fade. 
Contrasted witii glories which now are displayed; 
They see a new Eden which firmly shaU stand, 
Buitt high 'bove the reach of contingency's hand; 
They see themselves heirs to a diadem now 
Viciflsitade cannot remove from their brow ; 
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Adorned with a holiness, Satan in vain 
May nse all his efforts to steal or to stain ; 
Secured by a covenant, planned by their God, 
Subscribed by their Surety, and chartered witih blood; 
And looking to Him, in their forest-built fane. 
They come with their type of the Lamb to be slain ; 
Symbolical sacrifice, pleasing to Heaven, 
Whence promises free and profusely are given. 
Thus cheered by the prospects unfolded by faith. 
They fearless approach the dark river of death ; 
Ancf calling around them their children, they tell 
How fleeting their standing ! how deeply they feU ! 
Exalting that Saviour, who bore in their room. 
The weight of God's anger, — their perilous doom 1 

But sin hath outgrown now his infantile years. 
And tall in the strength of his manhood appears; 
He sways his wide sceptre the green earth around. 
And none by the eye of omniscience is found : 
None free from the loathsome corruption of sin. 
The length and the breadth of the broad world within 
The kind admonitions so earnestly breathed. 
The gems of experience their parents bequeathed, 
Are now disregarded, remembered in vain, 
And the children of Seth join aUiance with Cain ; 
The Lord is forgotten ; his altar despised ; 
And schemes of wild riot are daily devised. 
Go, make thee an ark I God his^mandate declares, 
And Noah obedient the structure prepares ; 
Safe sheltered he hears the long torrent begin. 
And earth, bathed in tears, weeps the havoc of sin ; 
The deluge of anger hurls life to its grave. 
And the church m the ark floats alone on the wave. 
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11. 

THE PATRIARCHAL. 

The dove hath returned with the olive leaf now. 
And the ark is reposing on Ararat's brow ; 
The door is unbarred ; the world smiles as before ; 
And the patriarch walks its green carpet once more ; 
His earliest employment an altar to raise, 
And kneeling, his mighty Preserver to praise. 
Accepting the worship, God paints on the sky. 
His pledge in the rainbow of fury gone by. 
But peopled afresh, soon rebellious again, 
His creatures engage in an enterprise vain : 
Tower, piled upon tower, so immense they will rear. 
That no second deluge their children shall fear. 
God sees their devices unmoved on his throne, 
And showers a profusion of languages down ; 
Distraction exults o'er the multitude now. 
And anger sits lord on each passionate brow ; 
Till indignant dividing each seeks a retreat. 
And the Babel stands only a badge of defeat 

A voice in the vineyards of Ur 1 'tis the Lord, 
And Abram is summoned to wander abroad ; 
" Go far from thy kindred, thy parents, thy home, 
And thou shalt indeed a great nation become ; 
My blessing on thee shall abundantly rest; 
And in thee and thy seed shall all nations be blest" 
Long childless he waits, though old age on his brow 
Hath scattered its silvery blossomings now ; 
Still faithful beholding the period extend. 
And talking with God, as a man with his friend. 
Despondent may Sarai devices invent ; 
Or laugh at the promise while hid in the tent ; 
At the time pre-determined shall Isaac be bom. 
And the bond-woman's child shall be banished forlorn I 
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But now a new trial : — " Take Isaac thy son, — 
The offering on yonder green hill must be done — 
Whose brow shall sustain in its splendour and pride, 
The future abode where my name shall reside, — 
Take Isaac, thy loved-one, thy dearest, thy best, 
The child upon whom all the promises rest. 
There build thee an altar, the sacrifice he, 
That all may the strength of thy confidence see." 
'Tis done : the fair boy on the altar is laid, 
And Abram undaunted prepares the sharp blade ; 
One glance to Jehovah, one struggle in prayer. 
And a voice from the sky utters loudly " Forbear 1 
Yonder ram, in the thicket entangled, shall be 
A substitute victim accepted by me.*' 
The promise is then more abundant renewed, 
And Christ and atonement in metaphor viewed. 

I stand on the summit of sepulchred years. 
And the scroll of past ages before me appears. 
Like a grand panorama, distinct to my eye, 
The homes of the world's early fathers pass by ; 
I see the white tents under Mamre's tall oaks. 
And the wells where the maidens give drink to the 

flocks ; 
I see the rich vineyards, tlie green olive groves : 
And the hills which the swift-footed antelope loves. 
'Tis mom, and young Esau comes weary and worn : 
He hath coursed the gazelle since the first flush of 

mom; 
With hungry desire he sees the repast, 
Kebekah's meek son is beginning to taste ; 
* Here give me the dish : let the birthright be thine :' 
And a moment transfers what a life shall repine. 
I see the grey father, half blind on his couch. 
Deceived by his wife, and deceived in his touch. 
Endowing with blessings extended and free, 
The wily supplanter who bends at his knee ; 
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I see the stem hunter, returning too late. 

Shedding tears of remorse at his folly and fate ; 

While wandering for safety, self-exiled from home. 

To Jacob bright visions of blessedness come ; 

Heaven opening at Bethel, God visits the place. 

Renewing the gift of unmerited grace ; 

I see him by Laban deceived in his turn: 

I see him with all his abundance return ; 

I see him at Jabbok, when trembling with fear. 

At tidings that Esau revengeful was near ; 

I see in the moonlight the wrestler prevail. 

And fondly the brothers salute in the vale ; 

I see his tall sons with dark jealousy filled. 

Conspiring to murder his favourite child ; 

I see the loved youth weeping bound in the cave ; 

I see him transferred at the price of a slave ; 

The cause of their hatred, the coveted coat, 

I see them embrue in the blood of a goat; 

I see them relentless present to their sire. 

With fiction of slaughter, his Joseph's attire ; 

And hear the lament, the loud language of grief. 

Which spurned consolation and mocked at relief. 

In the marble pavilions of Ham, I behold. 
Like a monarch, the youth wto was purchased and sold ; 
Dispensing his mandates, inspired from above. 
From Egypt the horrors of want to remove. 
I see when pale famine reigns scowling and dread, 
The sons of his father consulting for bread ; 
I see them obsequious his vision fiilfil ; 
I hear the stern questions his love to conceal ; 
Which bursting restraint when the youngest appears. 
Shews the Regent of Egypt dissolving in tears. 
But Joseph forgotten, and now on the throne, 
A Pharaoh to whom all his skill was unknown ; 
The children of Israel in Goshen increased. 
Awakened suspicion in jealousy's breast 
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The mandate is published: their chUdren destroy; 
No fond Hebrew mother shall smile" on her boy; 
i\jid the people, let task-masters cause them as slaves, 
For Egypt's great kings to rear pyramid graves. 



III. 

THE WILDERNESS. 

The si^hs of his Israel from Goshen arise. 

The voice of oppression ascends to the skies ; 

Now, now, saith Jehovah, my arm I will bare. 

And Israel shall see that I listen to prayer. 

Go, Gabriel I and Amram's youn^ infant conceal : 

My vengeance on Egypt by him rll reveal. 

Obedient the seraph to Memphis descends, 

And Pharaoh's own daughter young Moses befriends ; 

But royalty's glitter, its pomp, and its show. 

Cannot make him his purpose forget or forego. 

He sees an Egyptian an Hebrew oppress, 

And instant his arm is upraised to redress ; 

Then fearful for safety, to Midian retires. 

And wisdom to fill his high mission acquires. 

A wonder is done at the scarlet wave. 
And Israel is taught that the Lord can save ; 
The prophet admonishes Pharaoh no more : 
Ten times have God's judgments admonished before ; 
Ten times hath in Memphis the mystical rod. 
Calamitous waniings, brought horrors from God ; 
Ten times hath reluctant permission been given ; 
Ten times hath the king braved the fury of heaven. 
They have journeyed to Etham, when hardened anew. 
The king with his army resolves to pursue ; 
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His chariots o'ertake tbem^ they tremble for fear : 
Lond threatening the monarch is close on their rear ; 
High hills on each side, and before them the sea ; 
Lord I none can now save thy poor Israel but thee ! 
Jehovah hath spoken : the billows divide ; 
And suddenly build crystal walls on each side ; 
And as sudaenly, when the loved tribes have passed 

through, 
Returning engulph the vast host of the foe I 

Say, Lord, when delivered from bondage and fear. 
When rescued from Egypt, with Canaan so near ; 
Why ledd'st thou thy people the wilderness road? 
Oh, why was the desert selected by God ? 
Why crown not the foreheads, now flushed with delight. 
With the promised possession so nearly in sight? 
Why give not at once the, free sceptre to these. 
Who are shouting hosannas o'er God-conquered foes ? 
Tis well ; in their history. Saviour, I see 
The way thou hast led, and art still leading me. 
Like them in captivity, darkness, distress. 
With sin, a hard task-master, told to oppress. 
In slavery worse than Egyptian I dwelt, 
In love with my chains, and enamoured with guilt ; 
Till a tempest disturbed my monotonous night. 
And my eyes lost the scales which perverted uieir sight ; 
Strange scenes passed around me of sorrow and care. 
And the world I had loved seemed the home of despair ; 
Oppression rode o'er me, and mocked at my grief. 
With none to deliver, God sent me relief; 
I ransomed stood praising, and saw the wild sea 
Engulph my oppressors, and harmless pass me ; 
Then grateful I bowed me, then uttered the vow, 
God shall be my God who protected me now 1 
, And I thought when thus rescued he taught me to kneel. 
At once he would all his rich mercy reveaL 
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Alas I like the Hebrews, a desert I tread ; 
Ijord I shew me that I like the Hebrews am led ! 
Let the pillar of cloud and the column of fire, 
With a sense of thy presence my courage inspire I 
With the dew of each morning, the manna bestow I 
Let the rock always follow, — its streams always flow I 
And when, like old Amalek, enemies fight, 
When Balaams endeavour my doom to indite ; 
Almighty I protect me, and make them express, 
Though fain they would hurt me, thy purpose to bless ! 
And while in the wilderness. Saviour I I roam. 
While wilderness discipline fits me for home ; 
While wilderness sorrows awaken the sigh. 
Lord I wilderness mercies abundant supply I 
When some bitter Marah sheds waters of strife. 
Lord I sweeten the stream with the promise of life ! 
When sin, the foul serpent, doth venomous bite. 
Display thy red cross, and encourage my sight ! 
When pale unbelief whispers doubts about home. 
And scares with forebodings of perils to come; 
Let faith, like young Caleb, bring clusters to prove 
The truth of thy promise, the wealth of tliy love ! 



IV. 
THE TEMPLE. 

The desert is traversed, the Jordan is passed. 
And Canaan's ripe vineyards are entered at last ; 
The foe is all conquered, and high in the hall. 
The crimsoned escutcheons are hung on the wall ; 
The sword and the spear from their purpose estranged. 
Are now into ploughsnares and pruning-hooks changed ; 
And under their fig-trees the people repose. 
Forgetful of battles and wilderness woe^ 
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Alas ! like a brook which no changes renew. 
Turns rank to the taste, and corrupt to the view ; 
So Israel in sunshine grows haughty and vain. 
Scorns God, and embraces foul idols again. 
But merciful still, like a wind to revive, 
God stirs up new foes to keep Israel alive ; 
From every fresh foe, when their work was fulfilled, 
Providing fit champions to rescue his child. 
Thus Amalek, Moab, and Ammon assail : 
Thus Othniel, and Ehud, and Jephthah prevail ; 
Thus Jabin with chariots may seek to dismay. 
And Sisera marshal the countless array ; 
The stars in their courses 'gainst Jabin shall fight; 
And a woman the invincible chieftain shall smite. 
Thus Midian to scourge them may long time annoy ; 
But Gideon's weak handful their throngs shall des- 
troy. 
Philistia so often commissioned to brave. 
As often shall drink retribution's dark wave. 
Dalilah deceitful may Samson betray : 
Their prisoner shall fill the wide land with dismay ; 
Self-sacrificed, more at his death shall o'erthrow. 
Than the myriads which during his life he laid low ! 

Almighty ! when musing how Israel was led. 
The typical pathway thy children now tread ; 
When r read of their battles, rebellions, and sin. 
Stem foes all around them, and traitors within ; 
Zion's pilgrimage drawn in clear -outline I trace. 
And I think — more than yet I can fitly express 1 

'Tis evening : reclined 'neath a sycamore tree. 
In calm contemplation young Dand I see; 
While round him his fleecy companions repose, 
His breast with devotion and ecstacy glows. 
Hark ! now his full voice, floating soft on the air : 
He mingles rich praise with the language of prayer. 
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But swift o'er the meadow from Bethlehem hath come, 

A messenger, calling the shepherd boy home ; 

For Samuel the prophet, in Jesse's abode, 

Awaits to fulfil the commission of God, 

All Jesse's tall sons hath the prophet beheld, 

Yet the oil of anointing still tarries unspilled ; 

But when the young minstrel came in from the fold, 

Saith the prophet. The chosen of God I behold. 

But though thus anointed, God's recognized king, 
Time many dark sorrows must shake from its wing, 
Ere David enthroned the wide sceptre shall sway : 
Ere Israel their monarch shall own and obey. 
The stripling must first kill the giant of Gath, 
Thus wakening in Saul bitter envy and wrath ; 
Long hunted, JudsBa's caves, deserts, and hills, 
ShaU witness the fear David's bosom oft fills ; 
But vain every obstacle ; Saul strives in vain ; 
In the hour pre-determined young David shall reign ; 
And when unmolested, the promise fulfilled. 
He shall make preparation a Temple to build ; 
'Twas well the intent, but a hand stained with blood. 
May not build lip an edifice sacred to God ; 
An employment reserved for a monarch of peace : 
And Solomon, thou hadst the honour of this. 

'Twas a morning of glory, an hour of delight, 
When the Temple completed first gladdened the sight ; 
When in marble magnificence stainless and high, 
Like a hill clad in snow-wreaths all fresh from the sky. 
It sparkled in sunshine, fit emblem to be 
Of th' incarnate abode of the Deity. 
World! all the bright scenes of thy splendour and 

bliss. 
Insignificant dwindle when likened to this ; . 
A nation assembles, hosannas to raise : 
A nation unites in petitions and praise; 
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I see the glad footsteps Moriah ascending, 
I hear the loud anthems of multitudes blending; 
And high in the midst, in the posture of prayer, 
I see royal Solomon suppliant there I 
Sublime adoration ! his words pierce the sky. 
And gain from Jehovah an instant reply; 
A lavish abundance of blessings was given : — 
Oh, surely that day was a foretaste of heaven t 



V. 

THE CHRISTIAN. 

Tis midnight ; the landscape is silent as death. 
And the night-wind moves gently, restraining its breath; 
Nought breaks on the whispers which wonder confess ; 
While astonished, her sages grey science address; 
With tube philosophic the skies while exploring. 
They behold a new star, and behold it adoring ; 
Its beamings they trace to an humble abod^ 
And with gifts and oblations acknowledge the God. 
Meantime at Ephratah, while tending their fold. 
Strange sounds and strange scenes the awed shepherds 

behold ; 
The sky its gemmed mantle of sable flings by. 
And a throng of bright angels*descend from on high ; 
Hark I loud they come singing in accents of joy. 
And redemption's fruition theur voices employ. 

Oh surely when thus from his glory above, 
Christ came to accomplish his mission of love; 
When descending to suffer privation and pain. 
That his people might realize favour again ; 
His advent would wake the wide world into joy, 
And in glad preparation all people employ. 



TENDRILS. 21 

Alas I for the Saviour no shelter was found : 
His birth-place, a feble ; his cradle, the ground 1 
And ere the young mother's first smile had passed hy, 
Persecution compelled them that refuge to fly ; 
And thus grew his youth as his childhood begun, 
Veiled in the mean garb of a carpenter's son. 
And when to the nations Messiah confest, 
No splendours of this world the Saviour invest ; 
The man still of sorrows, companion with those, 
Acquainted with troubles, afllictions, and woes ; 
And he dies, after torture, and anguish, and scom^ 
A mocked malefactor ! a victim forlorn ! 

Immanuel! thou cam'st not the world's painted 

show. 
Its pageantries, pleasures, or follies to know ; 
Thou cam'st not to punish, to conquer, to awe. 
In vengeance to visit for breaking thy law ; 
Thou cam'st in compassion for sin to atoije : 
God's law to fulfil, and God's love to make known ; 
But though thus obscure thou didst sojourn while 

here, 
Some beams of thy glory would often appear ; 
The sick were restored, the possessed were set free; 
Death trembling gave back its pale victims to thee ; 
Thy word stilled the storm, when its fury was high ; 
Thy word brought new light to the lustreless eye ; 
And when in thine agony, nailed on the tree, 
The affiighted earth owned its Creator in thee I 

The Lord hath ascended, hath vanquished the 
gravel 
And resized now is the promise he gave; 
The Comforter present in likeness of fire, 
With suitable gifts the Apostles inspire ; 
Victorious they publish their crucified Lord, 
And multitudes called own the power of the word 
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What though racks and dungeons^ and torture, and 

. death, • . 

Loud threatening, attend their confessions of faith ? 
The Saviour's bright smile makes the dungeon a heaven. 
And strength to endure is abundantly given : 
The stake and the gibbet, the rack, ana the rod. 
What are they but chariots to bear them to God ? 

Thus prosperous, the tempter, who vainly had 
tried 
The gospel to stem in the strength of its tide. 
Now changes his plans ; persecution no more 
Malignant strides earth, clad in garments of gore ; 
Now kings become converts, and princes proress. 
And the cross, boasted symbol, embroiders the dress ; 
Priests now become lords ; and the gospel ashamed. 
Recedes from the pomp where its forms are proclaimed : 
Recedes from the purple and lawn-covered throng. 
To communion with God in the vales of Piedmont. 

In a morbid repose the world's continents lie. 
And error's dark vale is drawn over the sky ; 
Religion walks stumbling, like one in a dream. 
And lends her fair name to each blood-thirsty scheme ; 
Twin fiends, superstition and bigotry dwell. 
And practise on earth the inventions of hell ; 
yVnathemas, like an incubus, confined 
The volitions of soul, and aspirings of mind ; 
While torture malicious sits fierce in its cave. 
Devising new pangs to keep thought in its grave. 

Sweet Isle of the Ocean I the first to awake, 
I see thee thy bondage arising to break ! 
Hail Wycliffe I thy name o'er the land of my birth. 
Sheds a lustre which makes thee the boast of the earth I 
First soldier who blew at Rome's citadel door, 
A dauntless defiance, precursor of more ; 
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Proclaiming the spots on faith's countenance fair ; 

Defilements encrusted by heresy there. 

Hail Luther ! who tore the black curtain aside^ 

Exposing the horrors of Vatican pride ; 

Who brushed off the cobwebs that shrouded the word, 

And gave to the nations the Book of the Lord. 

Hail Calvin 1 divinely inspired to retrace. 

The doctrines of truth in the gospel of grace ; 

Great names, which Uke gems on the forehead of time. 

Shine always refulgent with lustre sublime. 

The fathers 1 where are they ? the prophets, say 
where ? 
Zion's watch-towers now have few sentmels there 1 
The array of bright stars which her firmament cheered : 
Her brave men, her mighty, have all disappeared ; 
And now in our Sardis the faithful are seen. 
Like grapes when the vintage is past, far between ! 
Forgetful of all the red horrors which gave, 
Our martyred forefathers a premature grave ! 
Pretending a change hath passed over her name. 
Who proudly asserts an infallible claim ; 
Our great men, our rich men, our learned unite. 
To enwrap us again in papistical night ; 
While Babylon glares from her conclave at Rome, 
Impatient till England again be her home. 



VL 
THE MILLENNIAL. 

I LAUNCH on the swell of futurity's stream. 
And steer by the guidance of ProphecVs beam ; 
There, plaiiuy developed, a gushing of light, 
'Tis promised shall break on the gloom of the night; 
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Like a meteor flashy like a falling star. 

Shall descend the swift roll of the victor's car; 

The nations shall see it and tremble for fear, 

While the saints shout, Our King, our Redeemer is near ! 

Then Judah, thy glories shall nourish again, 

And thy children no more be despised amongst men ; 

The curse shall be torn from thy forehead away, 

And a nation unnumbered be bom in a day ; 

The heathen shall then to the Saviour be given. 

And earth bloom once more like the borders of heaven. 

Thought I fold up thy pinions, thy flight is too 
wide; 
And Spirit Eternal ! thy suppliant guide ; 
Enlighten and strengthen, and let me behold. 
The records of visions of prophets unrolled ; 
Let me view what in metaphor Daniel pourtrayed ; 
Let me learn what Ezekiel symbolical said ; 
What raptured Isaiah speaks in accents of fire. 
And what their companions thyself did inspire ; 
What John in his solitude blissful beheld. 
The grand panorama which prophets excelled. 
When bright on the cloud, with a pencil of flame. 
Thou didst picture the glories of God and the Lamb. 

The times and the seasons Jehovah retains, 
The archives of heaven the secret maintains. 
But didst thou not. Lord, in creation's first plan. 
Develop thy chief dispensations to man? 
In the six days to labour thy wisdom assigned, 
(A day and a thousand years one in thy mind,) 
Lord I didst thou not thus thy full purpose declare. 
The world should pass through six long ages of care? 
And dost thou not in the seventh day of repose, 
Aperiod all holy and fragrant disclose ; 
When freed from the blight and the bondage of sin, 
Thy world a sabbatical year should begin? 
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'Tis the season long looked-for, the prophecied day. 
When the Lord shall his visible kingdom display; 
When Satan tied down with a ponderous chain, 
Not now with foul breath shall the universe stain ; 
When holiness, long^absent exile, restored, 
Shall pave with gl^ praises the way of the Lord ; 
When peace o'er the nations the olive shall wave. 
And religion exult over bigotry's grave ; 
When plenty shall walk through the length of the land. 
And harvests spring ripe at her joyous command; 
When love, as in Eden, shall garland the bowers, 
And fill with more perfume the fields and the flowers. 

Hail I period of happiness, moment of bliss I 
The worn-out world longs for refreshment like this. 
Fatigued with the load of transgressions sustained. 
With her children's iniquities wearied and pained. 
Earth, like a tired courser, looks often and long, 
For the season of rest, and of triumph, and song; 
And still 'neath defilements encrusting her face. 
Recollecting her birth-time of beauty and grace. 
She pants for the day when Messiah shall come. 
Restoring yet fairer, creation's first bloom. 

I stand on the threshold, I dare not intrude. 
What language may picture the kingdom of God ! 
When Christ, the Redeemer, a servant no more. 
Shall reign in his grandeur o'er ocean and shore ; 
When circling his throne, with the saints of gone days, 
Earth's nations shall all shout hosannas of praise ; 
No discord, no sin, no temptation, no pain. 
The grand hallelujah to weaken or stain. 

Saints ! pray for the day of his coming, the day 
When your Lord shall his first-fruits of glory display ; 
When forth from their paradise swelling his train. 
Your sepulchred brethren shall visit again. 
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The world then restored, and Millennium's long-day. 
As kings and as priests, righteous sceptres shall sway. 
Then will our Immanuel with laurels adorn, 
The brows, for his sake which knew anguish and scorn ; 
Then clothe with white raiment, and nearest his own, 
The martyrs who bled for his cause will enthrone ; 
Acknowledge as given to himself, and restore 
Sevenfold, 3ie donations bestowed on his poor. 
Astonished will multitudes hear him proclaim. 
Deeds long unremembered, performed in his name ; 
And thousands, now lightly esteemed, from the Lord 
Will then be the foremost in gaining reward. 

Millenninm hath ceased, and the manacle strong, 
Which bound the destroyer so fast and so long, 
Corroding, restores him to freedom again : 
And bursting with envy, with malice, and pain. 
He marshals his forces, determined once more. 
His prostrate dominion to strive to restore ; 
Once more with his Maker to measure his sword. 
And to drink yet more deeply the wrath of the Lord. 
First over the nations, a poisonous tide. 
He breathes a wide torrent of infidel pride ; 
Rebellion and anarchy, fury and war. 
Enlist the mad nations to follow his car ; 
And with myriads attended, a monarch again, 
Armageddon re-echoes his challeuge profane I 
'Tis heard, and 'tis answered : indignant and strong, 
Immanuel's war-chariots come dashing along ; 
Storms, thunders, and lightnings their progress suc- 
ceed. 
And Satan now feels himself puny indeed. 
'Tis past I like a whirlwind the Conqueror sped. 
And the path of his chariots was gory and red I 
No might could resist him, and there where he fought, 
He commanded his dread judgment throne to be 
brought ; 
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Uprise then around him in rapture and light. 

His church, his redeemed, in their raiment of white ; 

The. books are now opened, and witnesses there. 

His love they extol, and his justice declare ; 

All then come before him, and trembling, and pale. 

Before that tribunal remorseful bewail I 

In vain his scorned mercy they supplicate now : 

Indignation unyielding is stamped on his brow 1 

And plunged in their prison of horrors and flame. 

They add to their pains by blaspheming the Lamb ! 



VII. 
THE GLORY. 

The summer is ended, the harvest is done. 
The battle is fought, and the laurel wreath won; 
In their glory-pavilion the soldiers repose. 
And the rest that is pleasant the labourer knows ; 
Time, weary and worn, on its death-pillow rests. 
And earth seems a mansion forsaken of guests. 
Lisping infancy's loveliness now is not there ; 
No chUdhood's loud laugh now glad bosoms declare ; 
No youths their wild sports now all ardent pursue ; 
No manhood plods now how shall riches accrue ; 
No more in earth's cities the merchants are seen ; 
No more their white sails on the watery green ; 
No batde-field now lures the vulture from far : 
There are none now to quarrel, and none now to war; 
No herds in the meadows, no flocks on the hiU: 
No songsters the grove with their melodies fill. 
All nature is lifeless : creation all dead I 
The broken sun mourns its warm brilliancy fled; • 
And forth &om its hiding-place Chaos comes now» 
With confusion's regalia decking his brow ; 
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Expecting once more his long reign to renew, 
Disturbed by that fiat which darkness withdrew. 
But no more, never more; for the world, though so 

base. 
Having once been the home of the children of grace ; 
Having nourished and sheltered the chosen of God, 
May no more be for Chaos the dreary abode; 
May no more, all deserted, a blot in the sky, 
Disturb in his journeys, some cherubim's eye. 
See, from its own bowels, flames vivid awake. 
And crackling all round its circumference break ; 
Thev bum from its forehead its shame and its sin. 
And again it is lovely, again it is green ; 
And now in the firmament, pendant and, fair, 
^Tis a bower for celestials to stay themselves there. 
When in their excursions of rapture and love. 
They rove in their glory the regions above. 

Faith I mount on the piniona of sanctified thought, 
To the loftv abode where our God holds his court I 
Gaze roun(! the bright myriads which circle the throne. 
Who wear the white robe, and possess the white stone ; 
Their glory, their rapture, their splendour behold ; 
Their harps, and their crowns, and their mansions of 

gold; ^ 
And think — 'tis indeed an astonishing thought I 
That all these pure throngs without wrinkle or spot. 
Once journeyed like you in the desert below^ 
Once desert privations and buffetings knew ; 
Once groaned 'neath the weight of oppression and sin ; 
Confessed themselves helpless, depraved, and unclean ; 
And estimate then the vast wisdom and love, 
Which guarded them here, and which bore them alx)ve. 
Uplifting them high o'er temptations and care, 
This wonderful heritage freely to share ; 
Which washed all alike in the fountain of blood, 
And made all alike kings and priests unto God, 
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There Magdalen shines from impurity free; 
Manasseh's red crimes not a seraph can see ; 
The thief who repented, with death on his brow. 
Is pure as an infant, and innocent now; 
Paul, now side by side with the martyr he stoned. 
There joins in hosannas to Him who atoned ; 
Samaria's frail daughter, redeemed by his blood, 
There stands chaste as Mary, who nurtured her God ; 
The prophets and patriarchs, thieves and profane. 
Unite in one song to the Lamb that was slain ; 
Extolling alike that distinguishing love 
Which unmerited gave them tlieir glory above. 

And what is their glory? no tongue can express. 
No thought can conceive, and no language can guess. 
The favoured Apostle who climbed the abode. 
In vision beholding the presence of God, 
Was like a weak child on the broad ocean's shore, 
Unable to fathom, describe, or explore I 
And lisping expressions of wonder and awe. 
Gave up the endeavour to tell what he saw 1 

My soul ! more important the question be thine. 
In these glory -pavilions dost thou hope to shine ? 
When past the few years of thy pilgrimage here. 
When approaching the swellings of Jordan appear. 
When death pales thy forehead, and languid, and weak. 
The tongue can scarce whisper the wants it would 



Will prospects of Canaan thy spirits delight? 
Will visions of glory encourage thy sight? 
Will Jesus be then very present to aid ? 
Canst thou think of thy death-scene and not be afraid ? 
Retire 'neath thy fig-tree, and whilst thou dost muse. 
May the Comforter give thee encouraging views 
Of thyself, thy lost state, thy salvation, thy Lord, 
And seal on ttij heart some establishing word ; 
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Some promise of guidance, protection, supply : 
Some sight of thy Jesus enthroned in the skj ; 
Or pleading /or thee his rich merits and blood. 
Ana obtaining for thee full acceptance with God. 

Then confident, thou, in the wilderness still, 
Mayest sing the same song which they sing on the hill : 
Attuning thy harp in the valUes below, 
To the same noble anthem the glorified know : 
And beginning on earth the hosannas of love, 
Which the justified sing in the mansions above. 
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THE LAMP OF THE LORD'S ANOINTED. 

FSALU GZXZU. 17. 

Harp of my happiest moments ! which hast oft 
In sorrowing seasons, and in days of care, 
Diffiised a cheerful calm and confidence ; 
Once more I wake thy chords ; a humble theme. 
Fain would I celebrate : I sing a Lamp I 

' Hail to the Lord's anointed I David's Son 
And David's Saviour ! adumbrated thus, 
I sing thy glorious gospel; Thou its light: 
A light to illuminate the Gentile world. 
And be the glory of thine Israel I 

When, with omniscient eye, Jehovah saw. 
Ere yet he formed him, that the man he made 
Womd plunge himself in darkness, he prepared 
To lead him back to light and liveliness 
This lamp, all wonderful, whose pristine ray 
Broke the dense darkness of the garden gloom, 
Spanning sin's earliest act with promise beams 
Of Satan's overthrow and sin atoned. 
Darkly it shone in patriarchal times 
Amid the general baseness, yielding still 
Its gentle lustre, hovering o'er the lamb 
The world's grey fathers sacrificed, and thence 
Drawing true gospel nutriment for faith. 
Hark to the gush of waters ! sin, foil grown. 
Hath overfilled the chalice of man's p,uilt : 
And God, long merciful, to justice yields ! 
The world's green fields, and her delightful groves. 
Her vallies and her hills, and all that Knew 
Life and activity and loveliness, 
Are plunged 'neath one vast dduge; and alone, 
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Riding the world of waters, is an ark. 
Pendant from whose dun ceiling hangs this lamp, 
Source of encouragement and light and life 
To Noah and his children sheltered there. 

Behold earth's second birthday ! Young and glad, 
She wears her emerald mantle, and once more 
Smiles in the sunshine, while expanding broad 
In rainbow foliage, tis the gospel lamp 
Gilds the transparent cloud with promises. 
Sin also lives I the deluge hath not washed 
The ebon stain from the surviving few. 
And propagation propagates the bane ; 
But still the lamp survives, and moving slow 
Between the slaughtered victims, in a dream, 
*Mid horror of great darkness, brilliant shines. 
Revealing fixture things to Abraham ! 
Beneath its ray would Isaac frequently 
At evening meditate. Twas by its light 
Jacob at Bethel saw the steps to heaven. 
And wrestling, conquei'ed God at Penuel ! 
Twas its reflection gave in Egypt's prison 
The interpretation of the Egyptian dreams ; 
Thus raising Joseph to an eminence 
To save his fathir and his father's house. 
By this they read when sore fatigued with work, 
The certain promise of deliverance nigh ; 
'Twas this shewed Moses that terrestrial things 
Have in their core a canker, and taught him 
To choose the cross in preference to the crown, 
M'was this, within the cloud, by day, by night. 
Gave different lustre to its friends and foes, 
And this led Joshua on to victory. 
Bearers of this, the prophets and the seers, 
III mystic language read of coming things, 
And told approaching wonders; dark at firs^ 
Expanding still, untu, in language plain. 
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The Baptist puUidied that the Light of Life, 
Conjfined not now in type or metaphor. 
Was in the world to renovate and heal* 

AlaSi for nature's blindness I Light itself 
Came from its nsdye hearen to dissipate 
Sin's moral darkness, but besotted maQ, 
Shut both his eyes, and groping madly blind 
Sought to extingoish even light itself I 
Calraxy can teU^the tale, and Tabor's brow. 
From which ascending to its glorious home 
Light left the lamp, iUomed with brighter beam 
And charged wdth wider mission; Shine, it said, 
Beguming at Jerusalem, telling then 
To every cttetoi^e and in every land 
That every soul believing shall be saved I 
And what shall he believe? this wondrous lamp 
Developes fully, plainly; tis a cord 
Threefold : of doctrines, precepts, promises ; 
The doctrines, fundamental, are but few. 
And till encrusted by inventions foul. 
Seen easily ; the precepts, such as yield 
In their performance, highest happiness; 
Faith to Delieve, and strength commensurate 
To walk becoming and to persevere. 
The promise, like a rich capacious vase^ 
Holos in its ainple bosom. And this lamp 
Has yet another virtue; it can send 
Its light far forward, and prosp^tively 
Depicturing future years and scenes, describe 
The history of the world and of the church 
Until that day, when in decrepitude 
Time breathes its latest sigh, and worn out, dies 

This is the lamp whose excellenoe I sing I 
Confined no longer to one family^ 
One lineage, or one land; its brilliancy 

c 
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Is free to ally of every name and dime^ 
All colours and complexions ; • not more free 
The air we breathe, than is its precious l^ht 

Tis equally enduring: other lights 
May fade, may glimmer, may at last expire, 
Bat this is always vigorous, always brigbt, 
Requiring neither trimming nor supply; 
Hail, wondrous Lamp ! none like thee can be fomuL 
lu this inventive age, inventive man. 
With all his capabilities may strive 
As his forefathers did, and peril all 
B V following meteor lights instead of this 
The only lamp ordained of Him who saitfa 
By his own honoured servant: He who tells 
C>f any other lamp although he be 
Heaven's highest angel, let him be accursed I 

Oh, tis a terrible and dangerous deed 
To scorn this heavenly blessing ! Asia once 
Held seven fair cities which in happy pride 
Smiled in the light it gave. Where are they now? 
They substituted other flickering flames. 
And He who walks amid the candlesticks 
Indignantly removed his bright light. 
Leaving them to their darkness, and they died I 
Posterity 'mongst ruins, wondering asks. 
Where are the ancient cities? ancTin vain 
Pains-taking travellers seek to point out where ! 

England I my much loved country and my home. 
Within thy bounds, diffusing life and health. 
Prosperity and freedom, shkies this lamp! 
Oh, guard with jealous care, this precious gift I 
Let no unhallowed hand of civil power 
Or priestly arrogance its lustre mm I 
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Tom a deaf ear to aD the idle tales 
Tradition or expedience may invent ! 
Think not Tractarian ornaments improve 
Or papal shades protect the lamp of God I 
Permit no Statesmen to diminish it. 
To lock it up, to veil^ or cover it, 
Or to companion with it other lights I 
It stands bj no means fixed I Discerning men 
Have thought they could behold it lifted up. 
And they have trembled lest the mighty One 
Who first ordained it, angry that his lamp 
Should thus be slighted and be thus despised, 
Was lifting it to bear to other lands. 
Leaving Britannia in her wretchedness, 
To weep, lament, lament, and weep, in vain I 

And ye lamp bearers I ye Ambassadors 
Of GxkL to man I commissioned by himself 
To lift it high and publbh loud its worth. 
Fulfil your errand ooldly, but beware 
Ye do not touch its light t Tis not yours 
To snufi; to trim, to polish, or to mend 1 
Handle it not, oh, take the caution kind I 
So that its light reflecting on yourselves 
May shew yourselves, your persons or your minds. 
Tour great abilities, or pleasing forms I 
And snun, oh, if ye value your own souls ! 
Shun taking it to market! selling it 
For people, parsonage, glebe, or dignity I 
Carry it with clean hands I and should ye be 
Blest in its light to shew but one poor soul 
His darkness and his danger, guiding him 
Bv its reflection to the Lord of life. 
Thrice happy man I thy work yields blissfulness. 
But its rewwl will be untellablel 
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Ere I fold up my musizigs^ oh my soul 
Let me enquire hast thou beheld this Wp 
Rejoicing in its lustre ? Tis a point 
Soon known* He who ordained the lamp, 
Himself the light, is equally himself, 
The ^reat Illuminator ! Hath the Holy Ghost 
Taught thee tli^ nature*B darkness? Haye thine eyes 
Unsealed by l£m discerned this glorious lamp 
And by its light reflected on the cross 
Beheld the oj^y Sayiour Jesus Christ ? 
He is the Lord's Anointedl To his praise 
And'for his glory, was this lamp ordained. 
Oh may its healms beams be sanctified^ 
And Jesus Christ he precious unto thee I 



THE COMING KING. 

" Whose goings forth have been ttam of old !h>nx eTerlastang."-^ 

MiOAll T« 2. 

Thy noblest string, my harp thy noblest string 
My theme demand, I sing Ae Coming King ! 
He, who impelled by his own dateless loye. 
Answered the enquiry in the courts aboye. 
When Godhead, ere bis mandate to cxeate, 
Foreyiewing sin, resolyed to renoyate: 
"Whom shall I send, and who will go for us ? 
Who bear for sinning man, sin's weighty curse ? 
And gathering glory from a fallen race 
Surprize the tempter with surprizing grace, 
Lifting from woe which all desenre to proye 
Unnumbered trophies of redeeming loyal" 
*^ Send me I" said accents fix)m the middle throne, 
*^ Lo, here I am to make thy goodness known, 
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The traitor seraph^ highest once of all. 

In hell malicious way invent the fall. 

On what is good, his evil he maj fling 

But sin shall bow before tiie Comma Kmgr 

** Awake and sing, ^e dwellers in we dustT 

Prospectivelv ezdaimed the Hoij Ghost, 

** In Christ, like herbs refreshed ye shall upspring. 

And I will herald Him, Ae Crnixng King. 

Thus in unseparatod fountain flowed 

The ancient, free and sovereign love of Gtxl I 

Thus the mysterious One, the equal Three 

Planned man^s salvation in Eternity I 

Oh for the harp of Solomon to sing 
The joyful surveys of (ke Coming King, 
Whose dad delights were with the sons of men 
Ere eartn was formed or felt the stain of sin. 
Before the clouds, before the world of streams. 
Before the lights of heaven dispensed their beams, 
Before the mountains reared their bulky height. 
Before the viallies smiled in young delist. 
Then from the splendours or his ancient throne 
27l€ Coming King beheld redemption done, 
Counted without regret the toils, the pain. 
And viewed his church uprising free nrom stain. 
His after-image by omniscience viewed. 
His suffering progress and vicarious blood; 
He saw himfseif his bride to glory hnng 
And glad rejoicings ^ed the Coming King. 

Thus far the record ; secret things belong 
To God alone, I may not fill my song 
With venturous thoughts of covenants signed and sealed. 
But covenant love is graciously revealed; 
And when the fallen seraph, stained with sin, 
His own infection wickedly brought in 



38 TEKBBILS. 

Breathing a mildew over Ed^s groTe, 
Polluting thus the atmosphere of love, 
When Satan gained the fairest form on earth 
To yield consenting to sin's second birth 
When in their de^adation, sounding load . 
Our fallen parents heard the voice of God, 
When trembling, fearing, they approached his fece. 
They heard the earliest tidings of free graces 
And Satan baffled found that all his ill 
Was circumvented by omniscient skilL 

Attune thy strings, my harp, and humbly siog 
The adumbrations of the doming King, 
From the glad moment when creation knew 
Her glad original she should renew. 
That sin's fool encrustrations, all one day 
Should, by the Coming King be swept away. 
And bright in pristine purity again 
Hail her Restorer's long millennial reign I 

Spirit Jehovah I filled with reverend awe 
Let me contemplate thee as harbinger; 
Thy various work to make the Saviour known 
By type, by prophecy, by wonders done; 
Distinguishing a family, a race. 
Thus to display jdie sovereignty of grace; 
External worker till the Pentecost, 
The inward witness then, the Holy Ghost ! 

Harp ! take a rapid sketch, a brief survey 
Of some who heralded by Prophecy : — 
First-born of Prophets ! privileged to sing 
The coming splendours of the Coming King 
Methinks 1 see thee at the evening hour 
Walking with God in some delightM bower» 
In holy converse, learning heavenly things 
Beheld complacent by the King of kings« 
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With his tall sons surrounded, faint in death 

The wrestling conqueror yield his parting breath ; 
Dividing blessings copious, lasting, free. 
Mingled with strains divine of Prophecy, 
The coming Shiloh proved the Coming King 
By Judah's loss at last of every thing. 
—The shepherd prince, Arabia's richest son 
In health, in wealth, in children, all undone, 
'Mongst friends reproaching, and a taunting wife, 
Bddljr maintains the confidence of h'fe, 
Exckims prophetic : Thou^ this body die 
Tet in my flesh, with an immortal eye^ 
The latter day Redeemer I shidl se^ 
And know H!e stands upon the eardi for me. 

Inspired of God, against his will to sin^ 

The hirelinjg prophet preached the Coming King, 
Endeavouring curses, uttered blessings wide 
And published hapidness to him denied 

Turn {torn the recreant ! turn to Jesse's son 

The monarch, minstrel, prophet, all in one, 

Exuberant in prophecy so pliun 

That history seems the subject of his strain. 

In his own trium]^, in his own complaint. 

We view the Saviour and we love the saint 

— —Evangelist and prophet, who did sing 

The suffenng sorrows oi the Coming King 

So meltingly, so clearly, that the eye 

Of ignorance hath wept and known not why ; 

Extatic Seer I thy raptured page we see 

And call it gospel, more than prophecy. 

^Micah, twas thine the privilege to sing 

The honorcMl birth place of the Coming King. 
-——Hereditary prophet, thine to tell 
The price man ued upon Immanuel ; 
Twas thine to tell the estimate of blood 
The purchase value of the Son of God! 



40 TENDBILS. 

Last of thie elder prophets, latest i 

Who told that be shomd suddmily appear; 
Thou didst 'neath varioas titles, threatening sing 
The coming Baptist and the Coming Emg.^ 

^Priest of the wilderness I thou didst proclaim 

7%e Coming King and then beheld the Lamb ; 
Baptized thy tlionsands in the mystic flood; 
And then ba{^zed the manifested God I 

Now comrt the patriarchs in their kxng array. 
Who singly, feebly, faintly, did ponrtray 
The sev^al graces which the Fnnce of Peace 
In full perfection did combined possess. 
Did innocence in Abel shine most clear ? 
Did holy walk in Enoch most appear? 
Was hope in Noah like a towerm^ U?ee? 
Did Abraham yield obedience fall and firee? 
Did Isaac love ? gave Joseph good &r ill ? 
Was Moses meek? Joshua invincible? 
Was Samson strong? did Solomcm excel 
In wisdom and magnificence as well? 
Faith through the record sees with Tiuoa deajr 
A greater t&n the patriarchs sparkling here I 

Conttoplate some as in themselTes a ^rpe^ 
Foreshadowing each their coming antifftype. 
Was Adam f^eral head of aU h& race? 
Jesus is Head of all the heirs of grace! 
Did Aaron offer incense, victims, bipod? 
Jesus is altar, offering. Priest and God? 
Melchizedec the monarch-priest pourtrays 
The first beginning 6f eternal days. 
The Priest for ever, to whom all shall bend 
The Monarch of a kingdom with no end. 

Bright type of Jesus, wh^i the world was xirow«ed 
His chosen in te ark salvation fomid ; 
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To the tired wanderer in his midnight dream, 
The kdder vividly foreshadowed lEm ; 
And in the wilderness his wandering race 
Saw him prefigured in his acts of grace. 
The hungry saw him in the bread from heaven, 
The thirsty in the rock bv Moses riven. 
The serpent-bitten^ by a look made whole^ 
Viewed him suspended on the mystic pole; 
And all along the desert ftiU in sight 
The wondrous pillar spake in words of light 

Oh, who the lengthened catalo^e can tell 
Of types, prefiguring our Immanue^ 
Withm the Temple's consecrated fane? 
Its priests, it services, its victims slain ; 
Itself a type emphatical and clear. 
The coming King acknowledged it when here. 
Its priests a type : their multitude expressed 
The ag^egate of ^ifts himself possessed. 
Its furmture, in hieroglyphics told. 
The several virtues we in Christ behold. 
Its offerings, countless, constant, costly, pure. 
Prefigured that which alwavs shall endure: 
The Lamb before the world's foundation slain. 
The Lamb once offered ne'er to bleed again ; 
Its service, rites, and festivals as well 
Were adumbrations of Immanuel I 

But not enough, in type, by man or thmg, 
Himself did manifest the Coming King I 
Behold him with the wrestler at the brook I 
Behold him sitting imder Ophrah's oak ! 
Behold him with the lifted weapon bare, 
Captdn of God's own host assembled there I 
Behold lum working wondrously, and now 
Ascending on the offering's fiery brow^ 
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Behold him to the heathen king^s dismay, 
When the three faithftil trod meir scorching way, . 
Behold him in the flames companion found, 
Difiiising comfort, peace, and dafety round I 

Methinks I hear th' enlightened Jew, whose eye. 
Faith-strengthened, pierced beyond the mystery: 
** I am surroimded," thus, in pondering mood, 
He speaks aloud, although in solitude ; 
" I am surrounded with mysterious things, 
On which upborne, as on an angel's wings, 
I climb to heights I else in vain explore, 
I hear glad tidings unperceived berore; 
I see our patriarchs in their lengthened line, 
I see my nation, priesthood, all combine, 
I see our sacrifices, altar, fane. 
Unite to make some opening mystery plain ; 
I see a type in all that I behold, 
I see some shadowy meanings all unfold ; 
They tell of sin, of sin I feel within ; 
They tell of coming righteousness brought in ; 
They tell of loss, and of superior gain ; 
They tell of intercourse with Heaven made plain ; 
They tell the violated law of God ; 
They tell the value of a Saviour's blood; 
They tell of earth in her defiling stain ; 
They tell the splendours of a coming reign ; 
O'er Eden lost hope's halcyon bow they fling. 
And publish joyously the Coming Kinp 1 
Haste, long expected, o'er the mountams come 
Messiah I haste to thine expecting home I" 

Harp ! stay thy song, and for awhile repose 
Suspended where Siloam softly flows ; 
Fain would I wake thy strings to sound abroad^ 
Exalted theme I the manifested God t 
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"'Lord ! that I may receire my sight l^-^LuKX xtxii. 41. 

Lift the reil^ the shrouding yeil, 

And let me, Father I know 
The scheme in all things (H^dered well, 

Hath ransomed me from woe ; 
That when pavilioned in thy love, 

Thou undivided Three ! 
The covenant which can ne'er remove 

Included worthless me I 

lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let me, Saviour! see 
In saving thine elect from hell 

That tnou hast saved me I 
That when mj bleeding Lord supplied 

A purple fount for sm, 
Recipient of the cleansing tide. 

Stem Justice saw me clean. 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And Holy Spirit I bring 
Borne on a som reviving gale, 

A whisper from my King; 
Oh, let me see thou art my Guide ; 

My Teacher, Leader, Friend, . 
Who hath of Jesus testified. 

And wilt unto the end. 

Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And demonstrate, Great God t 
That what seems now unfavourable 

Is working all for good ; 
That every cloud and tempest here, 

That every trial given. 
Are but to cleanse Aie atmosphere, 

And educate for Heaven. 
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Lift the veil, the shrouding veil. 

And let me likewise yiew, 
The wheel thou shewedst Ezekiel, 

And understand it too ; 
Lord I let me see my mean affairs 

Are managed all by thee ; 
Let me, encircling worldly cares, 

Heayen's bow of promise see I 

Lift the yeil, the shrouding veil, 

And let what did entrance 
The pupil of Gamaliel 

Fill mine enraptured glance; 
To the thurd heayen niy faith Mfould rise. 

Or do thou bless me here ; 
My spirit crayes realities. 

Lord I pardon and appear I 

Lift the yeil, the shrouding veil, 

And let my strengthen^ sight, 
See, towering on the heayenly hiill 

The homes of saints in light ; . 
The streets of gold, the waUs of gem. 

The living stream and tree I 
Say, Lord I the new Jerusalem 

Contains a home for me I 



Lift the veil, the shrouding veil, 

And let there. Lord, be shewn. 
The city's King: Immanuell 

Bright on his gorgeous throne; 
Lord let me hear the tall concaye. 

All quivering with thy praise^ 
Impatient then to cross the waives. 

And iresh hosannas xtiae I . 
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Lift the veil> the shrouding veil, 

Mortality I b^onel 
And let the bliss of Gabriel 

My rising soul adorn I 
Let faith be changed to perfect sight ; 

Hope in fruition die 1 
This darkness to celestial light, 

And war to victory 1 



THE FIRST HOUR IN HEAVEN, 

I DID not dream ; no trance passed o'er my mind ; 
'Twas thought roamed widely, and my mental eye. 
Unfettered, saw strange eiroumstanoe. 

Methought I died; 
I saw myself upon the bed of death ; 
My cheek was pale; my pulse beat scant; my breath 
Came thick and painfully ; slowly my tongue 
Told words of feebleness ; in tearful guise 
Some stood around my couch, communing low. 
Whispering anon with one who promptly gave 
Opinion I should die: fit harbinger 
He seamed of the pale king's near coming ! 
I wept not; nor did sorrow overmuch 
Methought pernlex me; ere that hour 
I thought I naa beheld the Saviour mine ; 
Had tasted of his grace, and long time lived 
A pensioner of Jesus; oft to him 
Attendant angels took a hs^ty prayer, 
And from him brought sweet messages 16 soothe. 
Thus cheered, I strove to comfort ; much I told 
Of my bright prospects opening; would ye wish, 
I a^ed rebiikmgly, my longer stay 
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When Christ invites to heaven? Ye would notf 

Friends, I believe vou 1 Banish then the tear I 

Dim not the splendours of my crowning daj I 

Te who knew Jesus^ consolation take 

From me and fear not death ; may others strive 

Unceasingly to win the prize, denied 

To none who ask in faith I 

The monarch of the border interposed. 
My end was near, and now more glorious scenes 
Were spread before me ; angels stooping now • 
Came to my pillow; as my vision closed 
On earth and all earth's loved ones, I beheld 
More clear celestial objects ; brokenly 
I uttered ecstacies ; my soul seemed now 
Like an imprisoned bird who sees her home ; 
It strugglea to be free ; this mortal cage 
Strove vainly to detain ; I burst its bars 
And. gushed into new lifel 

Upspringing glad, 
I hailed heaven's convoy as a brother would. 
And thanked them for their welcoming; hastily. 
For I beheld the car; of finer gold 
Than earth's dim mines can boast ot; drawn by steeds 
Whose prance told heavenly origin ; shorter space 
Than an eye's twinkling saw me seated there ; 
The seraphs still were convoy, hovering round 
And praising my loved Lord ; the chariot swift 
Bounds through the azure, and before me now 
Stood the pearl portals of my paradise ; 
Unfolding; for the sentinels, told of my coming. 
Had been long prepared, and had ofttimes gazed 
To mark my approach ; I knew the place I 
The gates, uie walls, the habitants, were all. 
As John in Patmos witnessing describes. 
Where is my Lord ? I asked, as from the car 
I leaped to tne gold pavement ; Where my Lord^ 
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Who Stooped from all this bliss^ aiid suffered shame. 

And tasted hunger, thirst, and penury; my Lord, 

Whom impious nands on Calrary crucified; 

My Lord who thus redeemed me? Seraphs, tell ! 

Tis a bright heaven, but ere I stay to praise, 

Lead me to Jesus, my Immanuel, Him 

First I must praise, and strive, oh, that I could, 

To thank sufficiently I The Father, where ? 

And where the Comforter? Seraphs I I would see 

The Trinity I worshipped ! What is that, 

Ton bouncuess sea of light? Methinks within 

Uprising high, in shape a mighty throne, 

White as earth's ivory, I can almost see. 

And now thereon. One, see, he smiles, and now. 

Hark ! doth he speak to me? sweet seraph I say ! 

Is that the (rod ? He calls I may I approach? 

YeS| he is Jesus I Seraphs I 'tis my Lord I 

I bent before that light encircled throne. 
My sight all whelmed in wonder, and my ear 
Entranced to deafness, till, methought, ere long 
Strange might seemed gathering round my visual orbs^ 
And power to hear came boundless. Gazing then. 
The God was present; but I camiot tell 
All then methouaht I witnessed. I beheld 
Heaven's Three distinct vet filling but one throne. 
Beheld aiid understood the mystery I 
Jesus was there ! I knew him by tne wound 
Still fresh upon his side; he wore the crown. 
The thorny coronet the soldier placed. 
But beaming now resplendent; and the while 
He led me to the Father, and declared 
Me an elect one, his finger pointed there, 
And he seemed I thought highly to value it ; 
Twas then, his hand upraised, I saw the rent 
Ot the rough nail, and olushing when my eyes 
Tunied downwardd^ there bis mangled feet I 
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Twas then I felt the pondenms guilt of sin. 
Whose pardon asked such sacrifice; and love 
To Father, Son, and Comforter rose high. 

The presentation passed, my Sarionr turned 
To one, a seraph taller than the rest, . 
And bade hun shew heaven's wonders and explain. 
Pleased with the errand, Michael led my soul 
Round the celestial city. Much surprised 
I now first noticed that I walked arrayed. 
Like myriad others in that glory land. 
In a gay robe of whiteness ; and my brow 
Wore a strange halo circlii^ like a crown. 
Onwards we walked, not as Earth's children do 
With movement tedious: but down the streets 
Gliding deliff htftilly, till Michael paused 
At the broad entrance of an edifice. 
On which, in many coloured gems I read, 
«* Heaven's Treasury;" there were given the golden harp 
The sandalf), rings, and precious jewels worn 
By heaven's inhabitants ; he taught me how 
To tune mj harp sym^honiously, and straight, 
To the white throne stdl present, from its strings 
Ipoured hosannas^ wondering at my skill I 
Then to the stream, the crystal stream of life. 
Whose source is 'neath the throne, he led me on 
And pointing thence, he shewed the wondrous tree 
Rising majestic with its various fruits. 
These were i^e food of heaven; fed by which 
The spirits drank in immortalitv 
And knew it came from GodI Michael told 
And reconciled these mysteries, and me&ought 
I understood all plainly, and as trutii 
In each succeeding wonder, filled my mind 
I touched my harp and praised the Deity I 
• ♦ • • 

Still I was walking through the jasper streets 



SurveTing heaven, when, enTions of my joy, 
The world pushed in some darkmipleasantness 
And called mj thoughts to E^urth I Oft diUgent 
But vainly smce IVe sought; it came no more ! 



THE AUTO-BIOGRAPHY OF A 
GOSPEL TRACT, 

My burth was when a good man's pen 

Inscribed upon a scroll. 
Entreaties unto sinful men 

To think about the soul: 
The soul which he commissioned me 

To tell them was of worth 
Above aU precious gems that lie 

Within the mines of earth ; 
Impressively he bade me shew 
The future homes where all must go, 

— ^The throne and penal flame ; 
And pointing then to pardoning blood. 
Proclaim the only way to God, 

Through Christ, the sluaghtered Lamb. 
A smile was on the good man's brow. 
When kindly then he said " Go, now ; 

^ Go messenger of love, 
** And may my Lord success impart ; 
** Mavest thou arrest some sinners heart, 

'' And turn his thoughts above T 
The old man on recumbent knee 
Then said, " I leave my cause with thee — 
" O Lord ; and thine the glory be— 
<' Save, Saviour, who hast saved me I** 
I left that a^ed man, and never 

Have I smce seen his face ; 
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Say bath he crossed death's dark, cold river 
And reached hia destined place ? 
His harp and his throne. 
And his glitering crown, 

And hit Saviour's smile and kind embrace? 



THB OLD WOELDUNG. 

The first with whom I stayed to talk 

Was one of hoary hairs 
Of health decayed, and tottering walk, 

Absorbed in earthly cares. 
I said ''My friend, rememberest thou 

** What Solomon enquired ? 
** And if thy soul wert ciedled for nbw 

?< — ^This very night required; 
" What were thy gold, and treasure worth, 

'' What all thy broad domains? 
'' Wealth will not shield thee, son of earth, 
^ From everlasting pains P 

He threw me down 

Wjth an angry frown, 
But his grandchild caught me as I fell : 
And rightly they called him, Samuel. 



SAMUEL. 

So he heard me repeat with attentive ear 

The early call of the vouthful seer ; 

And, I said, ' Grod calls, though his voice is still. 

He yet calls aloud from his heavenly hill/ 
** Remember in thy spring-tide days 
" To give thy ^at Creator praise, 
** Ana seek whde in the time of youth, 
** To walk the pleasant ways of truth." 
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I said much more to the beanteoos boy, 

And the seed was in good ^nnd thrown ; 
The Lord of &e harvest beheld my employ^ 

And watered the seed that was sown. 
When all I could tell him was told^ I said^ 
" OtOf taste the streams at the fountain head, 

'' And like young Timothy, be thou 
" An early folfower of thy Lord ; 

** Binding the scriptures to thy brow, 
" Proficient in his holy word.** 

THE WIDOW. 



We parted, for he bade me cheer 
A widow just bereaved, 

'^^ try and stay the frequent tear, 
?or she had sorely grieved. 



To , 

For 

I watched my opportunity. 

Then heaven's bright promise read — 
" Saith God, a husband I will be, 

To those who mourn one dead. 

** I will regard the widow's prayer, 

*' Will hear the orphan's cry ; 
** Special protection tney shall share, 

<< Beneath my guardian eye." 

The MTidow looked out from her morbid dream. 
And her eye seemed adorned with its usual beam ; 

And with melted heart, and bended knee. 
She sought the place of prayer. 

And. he who wounded, even lie 
Dispensed the balsam there. 
She had made the lost idol her heart's sole shrine i 

Grod called him away to his heayen ; 
And now at the footstool of mercy diyine 

Her heart's purest incense was given. 
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HEB FATHKB. 

Again I talked with an aged maoi 

Twas the widow's father, now 
He had urged assiduous eYerjr plan, 

To mitigate her woe 
But all in vain; and now he saw 

AU suddenly and bright, 
A calm which made ike clouds withdraw. 

And shed a cheerful light 

His heart was melted, and a ray 
Like that which on his furious way. 
Made Saul of Tarsus trembling stay, 
And all subdued to Jesus prar; 

Shone even in the old man s breast, 

And I became a cherished guest. 

I said, ** The summer is well mgh gone, 

** The harvest is nearly past 
'' Oh, haste, before thy last pulse is done, 

^* Ere the sand of hfe drops its last ; 
^' On the knee of prayer the Saviour seek, 

** He casts out none that come ; 
<< Eire the tempest of death blows loud and bleak 

" Pray, pray for a sheltering home.** 

He lived not lon^^ but his last request 

While he uttered praise to heaven; 
Besought that I who had made him blest, 

Mignt to his sou be given': 
His son, who had gone to Indian lands 

All suddenly rich to be— 
And the old man lifting hb withered hands 

Saidi '* Tell him it comes from me; 
" And mav my son while he seeks for gold, 

" And tne empty bubble, fame ; 
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Be taught to prize most what its leaves unfddj 
^* And feel a diviner flameP 



THB SOUOIBE. 

By the twice-bereaved, the fatherless. 

And widow, I was sent ; 
And wrapped in word of tenderness, 

Across the seas I went 
I felt abashed, when the soldier tore 

His Sister's scroll in twain. 
Disdaining as he glanced me o'er. 

To look at me again. 
He filled the wine can oftener now, 

And long and madly qoaflfed; 
And his gay companions, said the brow 
Which boasted a fearless heart below 
Should never the hue cf paleness show. 

At the tales of priestly craft; 
He said so too, and dauntless seeing; 
But sometimes, wha by himself, he deemed 

That a father's voice be heard, ; 
And the haughty warrior's heart woold quail. 
And the stem brow then would soon grow pale^ 
And the thought that it mi^ht not be sU a tale-^ 
Would sometmies then in his braastf prevail, 

Till his former thoughts recurred.^ 
But the battle came; and l^e booming gun 
Told many brave h^fftn tliBir course Was run, 
And although 'twas a glorious victory won. 
Death gained a prey in &e old man's son; 

Yet as he linger'd long in pain ; 
I ventured now to sp^k again* 
I told him how, for all his foes 
The Saviour suffered, died, and rose 

To God, his Father's throne ; 
And sent the tidings far and wide 
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That all who would b^ faitfa confide^ 
Believing in the Cnicified, 
Should every battle storm outride. 

And ne'er be overthrown; 
Should gain a lasting crown — should wear 
An amaranthine wreath, and share 

Unutterable joys above. 

In the bright land of light and love* 

THB MIS8I0NABY. 

But soon unlooked for aid came in. 
For Samuel now to manhood grown. 
Had all aside ambition thrown, 
Heedless of this world's smile or frown; 

And in the tents of sin. 
Wearing the missionary name. 
Now dauntless published Jesus' fame 

Omnipotent to save! 
God's messenger in Indian lands. 
Regardless oftheir golden sands, 

The gospel flag he reared ; 
And now where havoc bared his sword, 
A peaceful servant of the Lord 

Wit^ mercy's news appeared I 
Oh I could my tongue but half express 
His plea of earnest tenderness. 
Or how he prayed, besieging heaven 
Till answer to that prayer was given-— 
And all his wrestlings were repaid. 

For now, behold uxe soldier prayed ! 
And before he died with a conauerot's fedth, 
He shouted a victory over deatn, 

A defiance to the grave. 
And trusting in Jesus' precious blood. 
And praising his own, and his &ther^8 God, 

He crosskl the border wave. 
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THE TBOPHY. 



I WAS the soldier's last bequest, 
And at the missionaiy's breast 

A loved deposit Aere — 
I go with him where'er he goes, 
And when he fis^hts his Master^s foes 

I oft the battle shai^ — 
For when he narrates how himself was free, 
Exulting he often exhibits me. 

To th' attentive listeners theie. 



THE HARP OF SALVATION! 

Habp of the morning stars, 

The white robed angels fair. 
Who when Jehovah drew die pkn 
Of this fair dwdling place of man. 
Did joyous all its progress scan. 
And when completed loud b^;an 
Time's first hosanna there I 

Harp of the world's grey sires 

Which, when the world was new. 
Mourning the blight of Eden's crime, 
O'er countless ages loved to climb. 
And sing in prophecy subhme 
His advent at the appointed time 
Whose power should sdl renew* 

Harp of the Patriarchs old, 

Tne ancient shepherd kings; 
Wlio gathering 'neath some fig*tree wide 
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'Mid children's children would preside 
Narratm^ with the flush of priae 
Unquestioned proofs the Saviour Guide 
From their own lineage springs. 

H arp of the Hebrews faint^ 

Who when the task was done^ 
At evening tide would oft retire, 
Communing round their brick-kiln fire. 
And feel their hopes again aspire 
As seemed the wished-for moment nigher 
Of liberty begun* 

Harp of the Hebrew maids. 

At Miriam's voice which woke; 
Flin^ng acitoss the Egy^tiim ^ea 
A gush of rapturous minstrelsy. 
Proclaiming then tiie jubilee 
Of Israel by the Lord mitde free 
From Phiuroah^s heavy yoke. 

Harp of the royail Bard, 

Type, Prwhet, Minstrel, King, 
Who woke the songs of triumph glad. 
The plaint, disconsolate and sad. 
The prophecy in symbol clad 
The exp«nenoe varying, bright and bad, 
From its obedient string. 

Harp of the holy seersi 

Inspired to keep alive. 
In every circumstance and hour. 
The promise which in Eden's bower. 
Like a refreshing^ summer shower 
Encouraged coimdence to flower. 

And hope again to thrive. 
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Harp of the captive Jews, 

In chains at Babel's stream ; 
Which, on the sere branch lifted high, 
Deigned to the oppressor no reply. 
Save the long moan and broken sigh, 
When he demanded tauntingly 

The well known Zion's hymn. 

Harp whose exulting strings. 

The sleeping shepherds woke ; 
When heavenly hosts in joyful lays, 
Sang the incarnate 'Saviour's praise. 
Ancient of everlasting days. 
Who veiled his own immortal rays. 

And our weak nature took. 

Harp which Apostles bore, 
A pagan world across ; 
Softening the passions, rude and wild. 
And teaching nature's fiercest child 
The posture of contrition mild, 
By faith in Jesus reconciled, 
And glorying in his cross. 

Harp which in Piedmont's vales. 

When all the world was dark, 
Retained the glorious gospel pure. 
Now persecuted, now secure. 
Strengthened through all things to endure. 
And still maintain the portraiture. 

The pattern of the ark. 

Harp which on Scotia's hills. 

In Scotia's hour of gloom. 
Taught Scotia's peasants how to fight. 
Defending King Immanuel's right, 
With an endurance and a might. 
Which gild with coruscations bright 

Their bleak and barren home. 
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Hai'p which in Zion still, 

Sounds loud, and glad, and free. 

In blissful invitsations thus ; — 

Sinners ! who feel sin's heavy curse. 

Conscious of danger perilous. 

For Jesus all solicitous. 
Salvation waits for thee I 

Harp which in sweetest strains. 

The long millennial year, 
Shall o'er the renovated earth. 
Diffuse a holiness and mirth, 
A sacred grandeur and a worth, 
Superior to its hour of birth ; 

For Christ shall then appear. 

Harp which more glorious still. 
Shall fill the heavenly plains. 
With long loud sounds of triumphs won, 
Th' achievements of the Eternal Son, 
The histories of Time's centuries done, 
And all which eternity begun. 
Of endless bliss contains. 

Harp of the single theme. 

One hope, one heaven, one Lord ; 

Have I not heard thy cheering voice? 

Hath it not bade my soul rejoice? 

Yea, do not all my bopes, and joys. 

What love sustains, or faith employs. 
Spring from thy precious word ? 



VISIONS OF HEAVEN. 

Visions of Heaven I jre live, ye live. 
When the sun doth his earliest radiance give. 
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When the birds sing praise in the merry tree. 
And an answering comes from the sparkling sea. 
When the blue eyed infant lisps a prater. 
When hoarj pilgrims worship there. 
Devout thougnts then doth the bosom feel. 
And heavenlj visions o'er it steal. 

Visions of Heaven ! ye gleam, ye gleam, 
When pours the moon her silvery oeam, 
When the clustering star-gemmed sky above, 
Seems the jewelled floor of the land of love. 
On which bright cherubs rapturous dance. 
Cheered by the Eternal's sunny glance. 
Sounding their harps to praises high. 
And dissolved in delight, and ecstasy. 

Visions of Heaven ! ye come, ye come. 

When the footstep treads the darkened room. 

Where the Christian, stretched on his couch to die. 

Is hailing his last foe lovingly ; 

When the marble cheek and the pallid brow. 

Tell that done is the conflict now, 

That the breast hath breathed its latest moan. 

And the spirit soared to her destined throne. 

Visions of Heaven I are known, are known. 
When we read the tale of the chamel stone. 
When with reverend awe we curb the tread. 
As we muse o'er some loved"H)ne's narrow bed ; 
Some loved one gone, and when pondering where. 
How sweet to pomt upwards and answer. There I 
When we muse some loved one's lot is cast. 
Visions of heaven are flitting past 

Ye come, when the sunshine tells of bliss. 
Ye come, when the moonbeam whispers peace. 
When contentment sheds her smile around. 
When thunders shake th' affrighted ground. 
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Wlien the balmy zephyr murmurs by, 
When the red flash tears the purple sky. 
When the proud wave sweeps the tall ship's head. 
When the furious storm hath slumbered. 

And when ye come, though the strife be high. 
Though grief-born tears fill the dusky eye, 
Through ,the cheeks have lost their roseate hue. 
And baptized in gloom be the spirits too, 
When ye come^ — the tears are exiled then. 
And the cheeks resume their glow again> 
And the spirits lave in a stream of bliss. 
Fresh from the fount of happiness. 



A MOTHER'S JOY. 

Let others paint a mother's grief, 

A mother's joy, 111 tell ; 
Say not, the sunshine glistens brief. 

And doubtfully as well ; 
To meditate some brightest hour, 

When all things glad appear, 
J ust such will be the social bower, 

I'hrough each succeeding year, 
This is a mother's joy. 

Upon her earliest babe to gaze. 

In sweet abstraction lost, 
And only dream ol happiness. 

To gild life's dreary coast ; 
To think that soon her infant's smfle. 

Will answering meet her own. 
What time its whispering sire the while. 

Compares it to her own. 
This is a mother's joy. 
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Still further borne on fancy's wing, 

To view the cherub child. 
The same with tottering footsteps cling, 

As when in arms it smiled ; 
To hear the prattle of a breast. 

Unruffled bj life's storm, 
And bend die twig when easiest. 

Into a virtuous form ; 

This is a mother's joy. 

To think that each advancing year. 

Will every grace improve. 
And feel assured no painful tear 

Will wash away th^ love ; 
Te see, when earth's dark sorrows fling 

Their sable mantle round. 
Her child, the pleasant chalice bring. 

Where peace is to be found ; 
This is a mother's joy. 

And other dreams a mother's eye 

Enraptured also sees 
For love, and hope are standing by. 

And picturing ecstasies ; 
All through life s vale, the child is seen, 

By filial duty led. 
And ever green to paint the scene, 

And constant brightness shed. 
This is a mother's joy. 



Young mother I the most sanguine prayer. 
The best wish you have wreathed. 

When o'er your infant slumbering there, 
Purenjbal fondness breathed. 
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Oh, may tfaej be not answered lone. 

But gain a large increase, 
When soaring to the eternal throne. 

They ask tor happiness. 

To bless a mother's joy. 

May He who said that children share, 

His favbur and his love^ 
Regard the fond maternal prayer. 

Ascending oft above ; 
And frequent mid the noise and strife. 

May tJesus' still small voice 
Command to peace the storms of life, 

And bid thy child rejoice. 
This is a mother's joy. 

And when life's pilgrimage is done. 

And parting day is near. 
Mar each possess a glorious throne. 

And clothed in white appear. 
Then, then heaven's choristers among 

Her cherished child to view ; 
Sounding her harp amid the throng, 

With all she loves there too ; 
This crowns a mother's joy. 



NOT NOW! 

Not now, when the world in her gaudiest dress. 
Comes lavishly promising happiness. 
Floridly picturing scenes all bright, 
In the glow of her own deceptive light ; 
Not now, when she comes with her softest smile. 
My awakened soul, can she now beguile, 
With a quicker throb she may warm my brow. 
But she cannot, she cannot enchain me now. 
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And when she comes with her threatening frown, 
Tramplinff her pleasant prospects down, 
Speedinglier car over broken hearts. 
Poisoning friendship with slanderous darts, 
Scattering cares, Drivation, pain, — 
Queen ofa mental hurricane I 
Although despondency shade my brow, 
Not now, she cannot affright me now. 

I have found that the winning smile she wears. 

Is only to allure into fatal snares, 

And rve seen that her temnest raging loud, 

Is oft a commissioned thunaer cloud. 

The winffs of the storm though in accents rude. 

Bearing Kind words tliat are given for good, 

A message of love, from the mercy throne, 

A message from God, making mercy known. 

Not now, doth my soul at the place of prayer. 

Ask largely of this world's rifts to share. 

Not now, wreathe petitions uiat gilding my name, 

Bright deeds may emblazon the recoras ot fame, 

Now, beckoned aside by the hand of love, 

I behold earth's lon^ panorama move 

And in all its grandeur, all its show. 

There is nothing to fix Iny affections now. 

Not now, for ambition towering hi(i(h. 
Soars up towards a home 'bove the bright blue sky. 
And my eyes, the scales being off them now, 
Sees the blight, and the mildew on all below, 
A beautiful world — ^but stained with sin, 
A throng of fair creatures — corrupt within, 
And I sigh for the everoreen bowers of peace, 
Of innocence, love, and nappiness. 
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Lord of the sunshine ! Lord of the storm 1 
Both ministering angels, thy will to perform ; 
Father, and Saviour, and Teacher, I come. 
Soliciting journeying mercies towards home. 
Traveller's fare, with a taste of thy grace. 
Wilderness food, with the smiles of thy face. 
Fulfilling thy promise, my wants to supply, 
And sending the Spirit, thy gifts to apply. 



WHAT IS BEYOND THE CLOUD? 

What is beyond the bright blue cloud? 

What doth its beautiful veil enshroud ? 

For, mother, the night after baby died, 

I dreamt that an angel drew it aside, 

And I saw, — I could scarcely look for brightness; — 

Little baby all clothed in a garment of whiteness, 

'Mongst myriads more, and they all seemed glad. 

And a golden lamp, little baby had ; 

Oh, sweet was its voice, and I listened long. 

But I could not, dear mother, make out their song. 

What is beyond the cloud, my boy I 

Tis heaven, my love, the land of joy ; 

Zion of which the Bible telleth ; 

The shining home, where Jehovah dwelleth. 

Where all who love the Saviour here. 

In royal robes, and crowns appear, 

And they sing, my boy, in an anthem loud, 

Their Saviour's praise, beyond the cloud. 

What is beyond the cloud, mv child I — 
(And the sorrowing mother almost smiled)— 
The infant's home, my love, is there, 
For infants Christ's rich mercy share. 
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For when, my child, Immanuel came. 

To save his churcb from sin and shame, 

He said, (what bahn these words have given I) — 

Such are the special heirs of heaven I 

What is beyond the cloud, my son ! 
A throne for every ransomed one, 
A crown, a harp, a robe, are there ; 
Oh, seek, my boy, the bliss to share ! 
Earth's shining gems, oft deck a breast. 
Where sorrow reigns a cankering guest ; 
Follow not wealth or fame, my love. 
Lift your affections far above 
To heavenly things I pursue, my boy 
Unfading and superior joy I 
Lord I hear a suppliant mother's prayer. 
And fix my child's affections there ! 



THE GOD THAT DOETH WONDERS. 

Had I the harp of Israel's king, 

Although in far inferior lays, 
The same celestial theme I'd sing. 

Which woke its strings in ancient days ; 
Thy praise, Jehovah ! glorious Lord I 

Before whom countless seraphs bow^ 
My feeble voice would sound abroad, 

The God that doeth wonders thou ! 

When from thy bright and dateless home. 

The fiat issued loud and high, 
Forth from ihy power's prolific <vomb, 

Cherubic myriads filled the sky^ 
Creation's mandate chaos heard, 

And shrinking, knew its doom was now, . 
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Earth sprang to being at thy word ; 
The God that doem wonders thou ! 

When the first man his glor^ stained. 

When sin first shed his poisonous breath. 
When bliss forsook a world profaned. 

By guilt, contagion, pride, and death. 
Then was thj mightj power displayed. 

Then didst thou sovereign mercy shew. 
Redemption then was first pourtrayed. 

The God that doeth wonders thou I 

When the young world in guilt grew strong, 

Proud in the attitude of guilt. 
Thy deluge drowned the ingrate throng, 

Thy power its fragrant fields rebuilt ; 
The fathers of another race. 

Rode safety on the torrent's bitow, 
The appointed ark, their sheltering place. 

The God that doeth wonders thou! 

When tortured by the Egyptian's chain. 

Thine Israel heaved the prayerful sigh. 
Thy red right arm was bared again. 

And plagues announced thy vengeance nigh; 
Ten times were awful warnings given. 

Ere justice dealt the final Uow, 
None vainly brave insulted heaven ; 

The God that doeth wonders thou ! 

When freed from Pharoah's cruel yoke, 
Thy people trod the desert sands. 

Streams issuing from the riven rock. 
Supplied the wants of Israel's bands; 

Food came obedient to their tents, 
Uncultured by the spade or plough. 
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Heaven's windows opening save it thence, 
The God that doeth wonders thou I 

When in the foil appointed vear, 

Immanuel left his azure throne, 
A man 'mongst fallen men to appear. 

To justify, and to atone ; 
Then vanquished Hell beheld amazed. 

The expiring Lord on Calvary's brow. 
Men crucified, while angels gazed. 

The God that doeth wonders thou ! 

When on the third, the promised day. 

The ascending Saviour left the dead. 
The stone, the seal, he tore away^ 

And filled the sentinels with aread ; 
Up to the pearly gates be soared. 

The opening gates invite him through. 
While ransomed thousands glad adored. 

The God that doeth wonders thou I 

Now while the gospel flies abroad, 
' The length, and breadth of efutih's extent. 
Proclaiming mercy bought with blood. 

And uttering loud the call. Repent I 
Powerful the noiseless message runs. 

Taught by the Spirit to subdue. 
Melting proud rebels into sous. 

The God that doeth wonders thou! 

And when the course of time is done, 

When this worn world decajrs with ago^ 
When radiance leaves the expiring sun. 

And planets cease their pilgrimage ; 
Then on a bright and gorgeous throne. 

Thou will apportion joy, or woe. 
The final doom of every one. 

The God that doeth wonders thou I 
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Oh, for that great important daj, 

While the lamp bums, let me prepare I 
Father ! before thy throne I pray, ' 

Oh, spare the tree another year I 
Give me repentance ! give me faith ! 

All needfnl blessings, Lord, bestow ! 
Preserve me from the second death ! 

The God that doeth wonders thou! 



THE GOD OF ISRAEL. 

He who clothes the summer sky. 

With a robe of golden light. 
He who hangs the stars on high. 

Jewels on the brow of night, 
He who bids the forest boughs. 

With their spring-tide verdure swell. 
He whose finger paints the rose. 

Is the God of Israel. 

He who from the sable cloud. 

Sends the arrowy lightnings forth. 
He who speaks in thunders loud. 

Warnings to the affrighted earth, 
He who when the tempests cease, 

Spans the mountain and the dell, 
Witn the shining pledge of peace, 

Is the God of Israel. 

Hark ! across Arabian sands. 

Sweeps the Simoom's dreadful blast. 
While o'er fair Italia's land. 

Zephyrs bear sweet perfumes past; 
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Whirlwinds rage on ocean's breast. 
Heedless of the wrecked one's yell. 

All obey the high behest, 
Of the God of Israel. 

High above the various scene, 

Calm upon his emerald throne, 
He surveys the whole, serene, 

Ruling all to bless his own ; 
Times and seasons, sun and storm. 

Ocean in his billowy cell* 
All the niessages perform. 

Of the God of Israel. 

He, ere Jacob's earliest smile. 

Met his mother's fond embrace. 
Ere he witnessed good, or ill. 

Chose him as a child of grace ; 
Watching o'er his youthful days. 

Did all threatening harms dispel, 
Ere his voice had learned to praise 

Him, the God of Israel. 

From a brother, justly wrath. 

Hastening, yet Jehovah viewed. 
Opening o'er his desert path 

Scenes to gild the solitude ; 
But, observe, in Laban's home, 

Like deception him befel. 
Retribution still will come. 

From the God of Israel. 

Moonlight silvers Jabbok's rill. 
While in attitude of prayer. 

Wrestling with the angel still, 
Jacob gains his new name there ; 
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Israel, now a Prince with Ood, 
Still his brother shall excel. 

Safely guarded on his road, 
By the God of Israel 

See the aged man in tears. 

Weeping for his Rachel's child, 
While the heartless merchant bears 

Joseph through the dreary wild ; 
. But the cloud dissolving now, 

Soon shall prove that all is well, 
Showering honours on his brow. 

From the God of Israel, 

Israel's seed like Israel's self. 

Still Jehovah's favor knew. 
Shielded by the Lord himself, 

What could Pharoah's hatred do ? 
Goshen, like a little heaven. 

While on Egypt horrors fell. 
Proved the preservation given, 

Of the God of Israel. 

In the desert, in the sea. 

In the battle, in the care, 
By the manna, falling free 

By the rock-stream following there, . 
By the column, cloud and fire. 

Hovering o'er them where they dwell. 
All to prove them blest conspire. 

By the God of Israel. 

Favorites of the living God I 

What were ye but types to shew, 

Waymarks in the heavenly road, 
df the real Israel now ? 
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All the deserts ye went through. 
All the foes ye had to quell. 

All the assistance granted you. 
By the God of Israel ; 

All in spirit we sustain, 

Deserts, battles, fears, and foes. 
The privation, and the pain. 

The refreshment, and repose ; 
May we keep this truth in view. 

And may this all doubts expel, 
Israel's God will bless us too. 

For we are his Israel ! 



THE COVENANT OF GRACE. 

Who would so vast a panorama build. 
As Earth and its itihabitants, nor think. 
If gifted with omniscience, of its fate? 
Who, in the glance prospective, if his eye 
Beheld his proud work by some enemy marred. 
Instant would notdevise, if love were there. 
Nor wait for tardy time to bring the need, 
A scheme to renovate, and power disgrace 
Upon the coward spoiler? Thus our God 
When dwelling in Eternity, lone but 
Not lonely ; Himself immense companionship ! 
Brooding o'er chaos, saw rock, mountain, vale. 
Ocean and river mingled ; and He willed — 
'Twas but that things of his own making should 
Perceive his glory, and his praise declare — 
He willed to separate the salt sea wave, 
The pleasant river, and the crystal fount, 
And give to each appropriate residence. 
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He willed the stately mountain where. to stand. 

The balmy vale, and broad savannah where 

To spread their lengthened l>eauties ; and he willed 

To pencil them with all the various hues 

Which make our world enchanting ; twas his will 

To give the whole fit habitants ; beasts and birds. 

Fish, insects, creeping things, and, last of all, 

He willed, as their superior, and their lord, 

One like unto Himself, formed in his image, 

Erect in the magnificence of soul. 

To make our great progenitor, Twas his will, 

Coeval with the earth, to spread the fair, 

And fleecy canopy above our heads, to mould 

The sunshine orb, the silvery bow, and stars. 

Alternate occupants of yonder sk}-. 

Coeval likewise the angelic race. 

The cherubim and seraphim, peopling heaven, 

Swift ministers to be, or, circling round, 

Dependently immortal, to adorn. 

Tell me, shortsighted man 1 when Godhead willed — 

Ere He the splendid .theatre brought forth — 

His powerful eye perusing in a glance. 

The page of all its historv ; reading there 

The highest seraph's bold rebellion, which 

For ever lost him heaven, and in his breast 

Planted stern enmity, and constant strife — 

Stem enmity and strife, which pushed him on 

To tarnish Eden, and the man degrade — 

Say, would not God, nay, frail one ! would'st not thou. 

Abhorrent of the tempter, who himself 

Untempted fell, much ponder him to thwart, 

Thy justice changeless, how the man to save ? 

Imagination I stretch thy pinion wide ! 
Faith 1 lend thy wing ! and thou, great Spirit ! guide I 
While, trembliuff in my feebleness, I tell 
The council of the Trinity to save I 
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" The world upspringing at my voice, not long 
Will boast its early beauty ; from the pinnacle 
Of heaven's first dignity, when prostrate thrown 
To punishment deserved, will Lucifer 
Tempting, allure the man from innocence, 
And thrust him 'neath my wrath; their federal. head. 
His sin will his posterity condemn ; 
And sin infused will gendering make all base ; 
Yet will my love remain I fain would I save 
But holiness recoils &om crime, and God 
Must be immutable, and God is just!" 
Thus God, the mighty Father, and at once, 
No pause ensuing, thus the Son replied : — 

"Our being one, thy love is also mine; I too 
would save ; 
The sin immense, nought but a boundless price, 
Can purchase pai*don ; pardon not alone, 
I mean to buy , a justifying robe, 
A passport for my chosen, up to God, 
Must be included ; therefore, lo, I come ! 
I, thy coequal, will my glory veil ! 
I will be tenant in a future man, 
Created purposely unsmirched ; in which 
I will fulfill thy law ; I will withstand 
The utmost of the tempter ; I will pour. 
Libation to thy justice, for my church. 
My life a willing offering ; I will die. 
And instant rise a conqueror ; opening thus, 
A highway for my ransomed ones to heaven. 
My blood ! the blood of thy begotten One I 
Will safely stern justice, and obtain 
Their pardon ; and my life, the sinless life 
Of me, the Second Adam, will secure 
A better standing than the first one lost 
Eager I wait for the appointed time. 
For love gushes abundant ; till I come, 
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My loved ones thou wilt take upon my pledge; 
They shall believe my coming ; and when come, 
My chosen shall depend upon my work ; 
And this their mutual faitn, my gift, shalt save their 
souls." 

He ceased, when instant rose the Paraclete, 
Third witness, and coequal, and He thus: — 
*^ Be it my work to herald thee I by signs; 
By inspiration of the prophets ; and when come, 
When thy return shall give the Comforter, 
Be it for me to gather in the elect; 
I will inspire apostles ; teachers ; men. 
Such as earth's wise call worthless ; they shall preach 
Successfully thy gospel, taught of me. 
I will be omnipresent to thy church 
To shield it, and its individuals 
To comfort, in the hour, the needful hour 
Of gloom, precursor of their herita^ 
I will awaken, teach, establish, soothe ; 
I will make hungry, and exhibit thee ; 
Thirsty, and lead the soul to Golgotha ; 
I will subdue the obdurate, bend the proud. 
Convince the sceptic, and the thoughtless warn ; 
I will lead all to thee, and sanctify, 
Out of the fulness of thy treasured worth." 

'Twas done 1 the covenanted scheme to save, 
Sealed with the broad seal of heaven, was placed 
Amongst its valued archives ; soon was seen. 
The birthday of young time ; soon in heaven. 
Swelled the loud symphonies of angels, praise ; 
Soon arose the earth in her green beauty ; 
Eden soon, superior garnished, held 
The earliest man ; and soon, too soon. 
With a third part of heaven by him seduced, 
Fell Eden's tempter; the forbidden fruit. 
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Erelong mvaded, shadowed with a curse, 
And barren made, this once delightful world ; 
Then was Heaven's covenanted scheme first told ; 
Much time rolled by ; the infiuit sin grew strong ; 
God was defied ; Earth deluged and restored ; 
At last in garb of penury He came; 
He, the Messiah ; suffered, died, and rose ! 
Rose conqueror to the right hand throne above ! 
Fulfilled is now the pledge aforetime given, 
Satan is vanquished, and the Church is saved I 



THE DYING HUSBAND. 

On I weep not so, my love I thy frequent tear 
Makes me still longer wish to linger here, 
And could you see, tis there, the dazzling view 
Of Heaven and angels beckoning me thereto. 
Could you behold the far-off glittering throne. 
And see a precious Saviour sit thereon, 
And hear him smiling call my soul away ? 
Oh, then, my love 1 you would not wish my stay. 

Weep not ! our God doth hear the widow's prayer. 
And I, my love I when a bright spirit there. 
Remembering then the tie so blissful now. 
Will ask, and our kind Saviour will bestow. 
To be thy guardian angel ; hovering round. 
And whispering comfort when thy cares abound. 
Bethink thee, barest, in the hour of gloom. 
Unseen thy husband still is in thy home ! 

Our children 1 but I feel my love will shew. 
As mothers only can, what they should know ; 
To see them lisping at their mother's knee, 
Their little prayers is joy denied to me ; 
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Kiss me, my boy I my blue eyed girl I again ; 
Let not a father's prayer, Lord 1 rise in vain, 
To their lone mother, may they blessings prove. 
And give them both to know redeeming love. 

Again Christ calls I and there are seraphs now ; 

Love ! dry the death-dew from my throbbing brow 1 

Thev come as convoy, and the chariot waits, 

Ana open stand, they say, the pearly gates ; 

I come, bright beings ! yet again one liss ; 

Weep not so bitterly, I go to bhss : 

To bliss not perfect till my wife be there, 

The crown, the palmbranch, and the joy to share. 

Farewell 1 farewell ! the dazzling car I see. 
Remember, but I know thou wilt remember me ! 
I come, dear Lord I what glories now are given, 
I'm all unworthy of so bright a heaven 1 
How shall I praise thee! Death I is this thy sting? 
And this thy victory ? Grave 1 poor captived king I 
In honour of thy conqueror soon Til swell. 
Such loud hosannas 1 Dearest I fare — thee — well I 



THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH BED. 

Methouht I viewed a Christian die. 

He had lingered long in pain. 
But seemed to feel assuredly, 

He should not rise again ; 
His eye had long with age been dim. 
But there was lent a heavenly beam. 

To illume his parting hour ; 
He had called his children all around. 

The bud, the full blown flower ; 
And as he smiled and blessed them all, 
I marked the glistening teardrop fall. 
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Adown his manly brow ; 
Twas not because he sighed to leave. 
Earth had no pleasures now to give, 

The world could tempt not now ; 
But he wept ; indeed I know not why, 
For joy seemed sparkling in his eye, 
yVs he gazed upon the blue robed sky, 
And told he soon sliould mount on high, 

To tread the better land. 
The tears, I judge, unbidden fell. 

For he passed his feeble hand 
Across his blanched, his a^ed cheek. 
As if they would not let him speak. 

All his full bosom wished to telL 



My sons, (at last he trembling said,) 
W hen I am numbered with the dead, 
Remember what I say. 
In childhood's earliest day. 
When youth's first bloom adorned my cheek, 
I roamed in pleasure's fairy grouno. 
In dissipation's wildest bound. 
Where folly was, your sire was found, 
In vanity his thoughts were drowned. 
But vainly there his soul did seek; 
No real happiness was his. 
And never did he taste of bliss. 
Till palled at last, with all the world could bring. 

With tribulation by his side. 
He heard the still small voice of mercy sing. 

Salvation by a Saviour crucified; 
The therne was strange, and much it cost and long, 
To separate him from the the things of earth. 
To make him estimate a Saviour's worth, 
And introduce him mid the blood-bought throng ; 
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My sons (he daid) twas all the work of Grod, 
My soul till now would fain have loved, 
Would ne'er have from the world removed. 

And fixed her whole desire on heaven's abode ; 
Had not the Lord my whole affections changed, 
And made me feel to earth's vain jovs estranged ; 
Since that bright hour, by faith I ve seen, 

And known they wait for me. 
The heavenly mansions and the pastures green. 
Where I shall spend eternity. 
My sons (he said) oh haste this bliss to ensure I 

Go to the mercy seat I 
Your lamps of life not always will endure. 

Your hearts not always beat; 
Go, When you leave the couch from whence I fly 

To my bright home in heaven. 
Go, when you 've seen your happy father die. 

And be your next thoughts given, 
To learn the way which leads to all this joy. 
How you may reach this heaven, be your employ ! 
My sons, your father fain would meet you all. 
As deani may call you from this world of gloom. 
He fain would meet you in this joyful home^ 
And more delighted, grateful more would £sJl, 
In low prostration at Jehovah's throne. 
Who hath elected sire and sons his own." 



He ceased, he could no more, the hand of death. 
Intruded rudely on his vital breath. 

And thickly, painfully, he drew. 
One and another short convulsive gasp. 
While firmer, longer, death increased his grasp ; 

And shut at length all present from his view ; 
But still the dying Christian joyful smiled. 
His countenance was placid, calm, and mild. 
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And all triamphantly he seemed to gaze. 
While upwards turning his emiring eyes. 
As if to mark his track beyond the skies. 

His lips once more broke forth in udent praise : 
And then he shouted, loud and high, 

E'en now I hear him sing, 
O gravel where is thy victory? 

O death I where is thy sting? 



THE SAINT'S DEATH SONG. 

I GO to my home, weep not for me I 
From this cold bleak world, I long to flee ; 
I have been, I have been, but a sUghted guest, 
Like the dove from the ark, I pant for rest; 
And of all earth's pleasure, and all earth's grief, 
I bear nothing now, but an olive leaf; 
Grace, sovereign grace, my hope and plea, 
I go to my home, weep not for me I 

I go to my harp, weep not for me ! 
1 go to celestial minstrelsy ; 
The songs which I strove to wreathe below, 
Were saddened too oft by the notes of woe ; 
But now uncurbed by this chain of clay. 
In towering strains they shall soar away ; 
Exulting, joyful, rapturous, free, 
I go to my harp, weep not for me 1 

I go to my crown, weep not for me I 
This throbbing brow shall no more be 
Paled by the touch of corroding care. 
Anguish and pain, shall no more share; 
Where sorrow pierced with wreath of thorn, 
A glorious crown shall soon adorn ; 
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Richer than pearls of the eastern sea^ 
1 go to my crown, weep not for me I 

I go to my throne, weep not for me I 
A sceptred monarch, I soon shall be ; 
Heaven's mansions, 1 shall soon behold, 
Sparkling with gems, and bright with gold ; 
Where kmgs and priests, redeemed wiSi blood. 
Circle enthroned the Lamb of God, 
Who died for them upon Calvary's tree, 
I go to my throne, weep not for me 1 

I go to my heaven, weep not for me I 
I go to the presence of Deity ; 
To God, my Father, Brother, Guide ! 
To bow before the Crucified ; 
Partaker of delights above, 
Absorbed in joy and clothed in love; 
Where ceaseless festival 'twill be, 
I go to my heaven, weep not for me I 

I go to my Lord, weep not for me. 
His smiling face, I shall quickly see ; 
His lovely voice, I can almost hear: — 
The cherubs are bringing the chariot near I 
Death and the grave have lost their stings, 
Poor, powerless, visionary kings ! 
Servants they wait to set me free, 
I go to my Lord, weep not for me I 

I 
SATURDAY EVENING. | 

Haste, haste to thy ocean couch, bright Sun I 

We do not wish thy stay ; 
Oh, no, for thy waking, lovely one ! 

Will illumine a purer day. 
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Not then, as now, shall a thoiu[ht of gloom. 

Thy gloriouS't>eainings shacfe^ 
For we'll only mase on yon heavenly home. 

And the joys which never fade. 

Not then shall the throbs of earth-born care. 

As now, disturb the breast. 
For the anthem then, and the whispering prayer, 

Will have brought in a holier guest 

In radiant smiles be thv waking clad. 
When thou leav'st the eastern wave. 

Like the soul of a saint who is rising glad 
From the bounds of the bursted grave. 

The morn and noon, and declining hours. 

Gild with thy richest rays. 
And loud may the green earth's pleasant bowers 

Resound with songs of praise. 

Tis sweet, how sweet, the full tide of love 

To pour for mercies given ; 
'Tis a beam escaped from the realms above. 

To tell the delights of heaven. 

Then haste, oh haste to thy couch, bright son! 

We do not wish thy stay ; 
Oh no, for th^ waking, lovelv one. 

Will illumme a purer day I 



SUPPLICATION. 

A DWELLER in; the. wildemaBs, . 

By Marah's bitter wave. 
Almighty God I in each distress, 

I look to thee to save ! 
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Thou hasty when former fears rose high. 
Bade every fear begone, ^ 

Lord of the desert equally, 
As of the great white throne I 

When in wild ^regions, dark and drear. 

Thine ancient people trod, 
The fire and cloud were always near. 

To mark the present God ; 
Guide and protect, as thou didst them. 

Thy suppliant wandering lone. 
Lord of the desert as supreme. 

As of the great white throne I 

When hosts of threatening foes pursue. 

Their stem careering break. 
As when of old thou jdidst subdue, 

The might of Amalek ; 
Dauntless when thou art by my side, 

I hear their boasting tone. 
Lord of the desert large and wide, 

As of the great white throne I 

And do thou, from you sparkling home. 

Some beams celestial give. 
Foretastes while I in Mesech roam. 

Of Where I soon shall live; 
Live praising thee, all-wise I all-good ! 

Who hath such mercy shewn. 
Lord of the desert's solitude. 

As of the great white throne I 



"MY HEART AND MY FLESH CRIETH OUT 
FOR THE LIVING GOD.-'^Fbm. Ixxxiv, 2. 



No vision surprising I crave^ 
No voice to my natural ear. 
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No strange revelation to bavB, 

No wonderful language to hear ; 
I know thoa art not in the wind^ 

In the hurricane, tempest, or storm, 
'Tis with a still voice to the mind. 

Thy miracles thou dost perform. 

But I cannot, I dare not assert. 

That thou, my Beloved, art mine, 
Although thou bast I melted my heart, 

Although at my sins I repine ; 
Though 1 homas reproaches may bear. 

Like Thomas, :Lord, I.must^entreat^ 
Some manifestation to share 

Of thy side, and thy hands, and thy feet I 

Reveal thyself, Lor^, unto me. 

As thou dost to thy children reveal. 
Oh, let me thy countenance see ! 

Thy presence and love let me feel I 
Let me hear thv soft whisper within. 

There is nothiQg|^ can gladden me more. 
That this heart which is wounded for sin. 

Thou hast wounded that thou mayest restore I 

When the scroll of my sins is unrolled. 

And I sink. Lord, almost in despair. 
The fountain then let tne behold. 

Say, Saviour, in thee I'm all fair ! 
In my bosom, say. Let there be light I 

Bid the winter give place to the spring. 
Let the voice of the turtle delight, 

And melody welcome my King ! 

I wait at the posts of thy door, 

Hope delayed, seetns.just Teady to die, 

I knock, I have oft knobk^. before. 
Oh, when will thou -answer my cry I 
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Say, Son, all thy sins are forgiven, 
I suffered for thee on the treel 

Oh, when will this foretaste of heaven, 
This rapture be granted to mel 

Bright Star of the Morning, appear I 

Sun of Righteousness, shine on me now I 
The sound of thy chariot I hear. 

Oh, why is its coming so slow I 
The wilderness longs for thy light. 

The desert desireth to bloom, 
The harvest already is white. 

Redeemer and Ransomer ; Come I 



FORWARD. 

Forward I Christians I think of Home I 
Forward till ye thither come ; 
Every step, tis yet more nigh. 
Forward I be your rallying cry I 

Forward 1 when the storm is loud. 
When the sun is veiled in cloud ; 
Closer draw your mantle then. 
But never, never turn again I 

Forward I when the summer smiles, 
'Tis the Tempter's hour of wiles ; 
All his flowers have thorns beneathj^ 
Every pleasure teems with death ; 

In the trouble, in the joy. 
Let one thought alone employ ; 
Tis a blighted world you tr^, 
Tis the region of the dea4* 
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Forward to the fountain bright. 
Fountain of unstained delight I 
To the mansion, to the throne. 
To the pahnbranch and the crown I 

Forward I with your thoughts on these^ 
In the tempest or the breeze ; 
Storm, or sunshine, care, or joy. 
Nothing then will much annoj% 



THE WISH OF THE LAWGIVER. 

He stands on the commanding height, 

Of Pisgah's lofty brow, 
And sees with unrestrained delight 

The Canaan spread below. 

With glance prophetic he surveys 

The region all around, 
And from the scroll of fUture dajrs 

Learns which is holy ground. 

His breast some faint regrets may feel. 

He may not pass the stream. 
That thelPar view from Pisgah's hill 

Is all that's granted him ; 

But this wakes not the earnest prayer. 

For he could gaze on high. 
And know that when he mounted there, 

All thoughts of earth would die. 

No, when he urged the fervent word. 
That he might tread the place. 

The goodly mountains of the Lord, 
The L ebanons of grace ; 
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'Twas that he might, wbilepooderui^ sloir^, 

Mase in each holy scene. 
Where Jesus drained the cup of woe^ 

The wrath o£ God for siu* . 

Fain would he in the garden rove ; 

By Kedron's sable tide ; 
Gethsemane; the Olive grove ; 

And where the Saviour died ! 

The Tabor, where with one bright beam. 

He dazzled Peter's eye ; 
The tomb in which they buried him; 

And where he soared on high. 

For surely when he read the soroll^ 

Of Judah's future years, 
This seemed the substance of the whole, 

Of all their hopes and fear& 

In all the gorgeous pomp which filled 

Moriah's splendid fane. 
In type and promise, he beheld. 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 

This gave to Canaan's land a glow. 

And to the Hebrew race. 
Which other nations never know. 

And gilds no other pla^e. . 

Saviour I like Moses, I would pray^ 

Bestow the eye of faith. 
Let me thy suffering scenes survey>- 

Thy triumphs and thy death 1 

And while with mental glance I see 

The mystic vision move. 
Lord I sweetly whisper 'twas for me. 

And fill my soul with love I , 
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SYMPATHY OF JESUS, 

Measure not Jesus, sufifering saints. 

In the chalice of your care^ 
Nor think he loves to hear complaints, 

Or witness your despair I 

Nor measure by each various frame, 
Your changing breasts may feel. 

Immutable is Jesus' name, 
Ck>mpassionate as well! 

Be. sure vout> p$th no thorn contains, 

But What is needful there, 
Be sure your bosom ne'er compiainsi 

Beneath superfluous care I 

Measure him by his scripture book. 

The promises it tells. 
And stable a^ the moveless rock. 

And as the throne he fills. 

There you will read that though below. 
His saints the cross must bear. 

He will sustain in every woe. 
And sanctify each care. 

Hath he ere broke his plighted word. 

You cannot trust his will? 
Thine hitherto sufficient Lord^ 

Will be sufficient still I 



ON THE DEATH OF TWO MINISTERS. 

WsEP not for tbemi they have gone to their glory. 
They tasted the grace of the Saviour below^ 
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May thy prospect of bliss be as certain before thee. 
As that they are basking in happiness now I 

Full oft from the brow of Mount Plsgah exploring. 
They gazed oh their Canaan, their mansion, their 
crown. 

But now in the posture of grateful adoring, 

They shout that the half of its joy was unknown. 

Weep not for them I they have crossed the dark river, 

Wnich sweeps its chul wave twixt this desert and 
home ; 
And now in the promised possession for ever. 

Forget all the perils through which they have come ; 
The noise of the battle, the snare, the privation. 

Are lost in the splendour of visions all bright. 
And the wilderness gloom, and the foeman's temptation. 

Are now unremembered in scenes of delight. 

Weep not for them ! the hosannas ascending, 

From tongues full of rapture and haips otpure gold. 
Now loud with the songs of the justified blending, 

Declare their bliss perfect, their pleasure untoui ; 
On the breeze seems the sound of the anthem they're 
raising, 

Tis the same as they sang in the dwellings of men. 
Let us learn while on earth their high language of 
praising : — 

All glory to Jesus the Lamb that was slain I 

Weep not for them I let the full tear of sorrow. 

Fall for those who, alas, have no thought of the tomb. 

Who, unmindful that time has an endless to-morrow. 
Embrace this cold world as their portion, their home I 

And when their bright glory we are faintly describing, 
. May hope on the wings of full confidence rise. 

And, grateful to Jesus the merit ascribing, 

Shout, The same glory waits us at homeinthe^skies! 
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ENTREATY. 



** My BeloTed spake and said unto m«, Bue up, my love &c.'* 
Sol. Soira it 10. 

Oh speak, my Beloved I to me, 

That language encouraging use. 
My soul from its winter set free. 

And the gladness of summer diffuse I 
Dear Lord ! little comfort I gain. 

From others rejoicing in spring, 
Let me the same freedom attain. 

And I will hosanna my King ! 

Long-time hath a winter all dark, 

mj soul with its shadows attired. 
And striving to shipwreck my bark. 

The world's rudest storms nave conspired ; 
Thou, Lord, wast my pilot to save, 

In tempests I could not controul, 
Oh, thou who didst calm the wcNrld's wave. 

Shield from dangers which threaten the soul I 

Speak, Saviour ! expressly to me. 

Say, thoti art my Lord and my God I 
That I am a fair one to thee, 

Washed white in the fount of thy bkod ! 
Say, Rise, from despondency rise ! 

Come away from the gloom of despair ! 
Let the summer sun chase from the skies. 

The vapours which now abound there I 

The rain of affiction restrain I 

Let the big drops of grief flow no more 1 

But build the bright rainbow again. 

Where the thunder cloud threatened before! 

Let the flowers of thy graces appear. 
Let faith, hope, and charity bloom. 
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Bid the south wind revivinglv cheer» 
And unto thy garden. Lord, come I 

When, floweret of Sharon, wilt thon. 

With thy perfume invigor my mind ! 
When, binding its name to mv brow. 

The flower of the vale shall I find I 
A feeble and frail little flower, 

My faith. Lord, is scarcely alive. 
Oh, speak, and shine on it with power. 

And bid me go oa to believe I 

Let the nightingale^s music be heard. 

Let the turtle be seen in the grove. 
Let me catch some encouraging word. 

Some look or some whisper of love; 
More eager than Persian I gaze,. 

For the first ruddy streak on ^he hill, 
I wait. Lord, impatient to prai8«^ 

Do thou tilt) sweet promise ftilfil ! 



THE HIGH AND LOFTY ONE- 

High and lofty One I whose home 

Is the pure and holy {dace,: 
Whose pavilion hnilt' of light 

Fills the infinitude of spacei ! 
Not in splendid solitude 

Monarch of a lonely throne I 
Not in mysteries all concealed. 

Glorious to thyself alone I 

High and lofty One!; wJleise powe» 
As thy goodness know^st nd bound> 

Source original of life ! 

Didst thyself with life surround ; 



Countless ancels, br^ht and fair^ 

Sprang toDeing at thy word, 
Ever singing songs sublime. 

To the glory of their Lord* 

Hi^h and lofty One I whose sword, 

W hen (conceived we know not how) 
Sin its first-bom flush of pride 

Painted on a seraph's brow ; 
With relentless anger drawn, 

Crushed the apostates and their chief, 
Hurling to a doom unknown,. 

Myriads hopeless of relief. 

HMi and lofty One I whose love, 

Brooding with creative power. 
Formed the stars, the world, the man. 

Chronicling time's natal hour ; 
Then the lordship to the man. 

Gave, with one brief mandate fenced. 
Mandate quickly disobeyed. 

And the reign of death commenced. 

Higb and lofty One I whose' eye 

riercing with omniscient glance, 
Saw the hosts of hell conspire, 

Saw the infexnal |4dt aavmice^ 
Then the TempiBc with surprise 

Heard Redemption's .i>chemd made kno^n^ 
Sin foreseen and overruled 

In a covenant all: thiA^ own* 

High and lofty One I whose smile, 

Kests with unabated love; 
Guiding with a mother's care^ 

Thine elect to thrones above; 
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Here thine attributes are seen. 
Here thy word and works diftplajr. 

That the high and hifl^ One 
Is a wondrous Trinity I 

High and lofty One in Three, 

Israel's Father, Sariour, Guide, 
Manifest thyself to me 

In the Lord the Crucified I 
Pleading Jesus' name and worth. 

Venturing at thy throne I bend^ 
High and lofty One I be thou. 

Thou my everlasting Friend I 



THE WAY TO HEAVEK 

The way to Heaven I 'tis up the hill, 

Steep difficulty's rough ascent. 
And prickly thorns and dangers still. 

Line the strait path the patriarchs went ^ 
Oh think not, young disciple, thou 

Wilt wiser find a velvet road, 
Ai^ish and toil will blanch the brow 

Oi all who tread the way to God. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis mid the gloom. 

Dark tribulation's mantling cloud. 
And pilgrims to yon heavenly home. 

Must face full many a tempest loud; 
On all whose face toward Zion turns, 

Whose footsteps walk the narrow path. 
The world with mdignation bums, 

And Satan showers his wildest wrath* 

The way to Heaven I 'tis in the vale, 
Humiliation's vale of thorn. 
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Where slander's fabricated tale. 

Will bring yon many a glance of scorn ; 

Priyation, dr^ of shivmng want. 
Reproach, desertion, and despair. 

With countless fears the pathway haunt ;^ 
The worst of ail the road is there I 

The way to Heaven I bereavement waits. 

Affection's tenderest ties to rend. 
And every step to Zion's gates. 

We mourn some loved departed friend ; 
Tet, in bereavement's hour of grief. 

In anguish, slander, toil and care,. 
The saint enjoys a sweet relief. 

Earth cannot hinder, cannot share. 

The way to Heaven ! 'tis throurii the ware, 

The cold bleak sable tide of death. 
But he who shields through life will save. 

When the grev pilgrim yields his breath ; 
Yea, though he die beneath a. shed. 

While pain and misery strive to scare. 
Kind angels shall sustain his head. 

And Christ himself speak comfort there I 

The way to Heaven I 'tis quicklv learned^ 

For self-detrial points the road. 
And all along, by ftith discerned. 

Are emblems of a Saviour's blood ; 
Expect the snare, the hurt, the frown. 

And these by prayer alone repd. 
For he who seeks Immanuel's crbwn. 

Must bear Immanuel's cross aii welL 

Such is the way, but when he gains • ," 

Admission through the pearly door^ 
All the long catalogue of pams. 

The saint will ne'er remember more; 
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C!orroding grief and de0p.dU»tra8C^ 
The soul will leave wililiin. the tomh. 

And robed in glory'a splendid dresSi, 
Bask in the oliss of heaven, her hprne*. 



THE MERCY SEAT. 

How shall I tell the virtues, Lord I 
Or how the privelege record. 
In the dark hour when tempests beat 
Of coining to a mercy seat I 

When the old serpent robbed our rate 
Of every gem but pardoning grace ; 
Jehovah made his purpose knownj, 
Of setting up a mercy throne I 

Here our first parents wandering found 
The desert still was sacred ground ; 
Expelled from paradise 'twas swee|^ 
To find one in a mercy seat! 

The captive sons of Israel here. 
Rejoiced when flowed thd fee^ifept'tear ; 
Each prayerful sigh, each painful; gr(Wi» 
Were numbered at the mecoy throne. 

When through the wildemep§ they trod. 
Guided with cloud iand .fire, by fqrod^ . 
Their gracious Lord would. often jneet^ . 
And bless them at the mercy aea;L ..,,:■ 

Nor these alcme, in every age^, 
The humblest saint, the hokestsdge^ 
Perplexed, afflicted, ne'er hadi flown. 
And left unheard the mercy throne. 
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* When ^ef hath hlanched my cheek/ says one. 
When misery her worst hath done; 
Oft have I turned my willing feet 
A suppliant at the mercy seat ; 

And there, however dismal, drear. 
The clouds of care are banished here. 
When Jesus speaks : I scourge' my own^ 
To bring them to the mercy mrone.' 

Another tells: ' One blissful hour 
The world and Satan lost tbdr power ; 
Christ gave the monster a defeat 
By smuing from the mercy seat' 

A third exclaims: < Temptation high. 
Once bade me scorn my God, and die; 
I prayed, the subtle foe was gone, 
How dear to me the mercy throne T 

Rich worldling I what though wealth o'erflows. 
Thy path no real pleasure knows ; 
Though blest, thy bliss is incomplete. 
Deficient of a mercy seat ! 

Poor saintl though poverty and thee. 
Companions have been, still may be ; 
Thy joys are rapturous, bright, unknown, 
For diott hast fokmd the meaccj tfasone. 

Lord I give me this su^remest' blis^; 
Nor wealth, nor fame, 1 ask but this ; 
And then with happiness replete, 
ni celebrate thy mercy seat ! 
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«HE STOOD BY HIMSELF P— Luke" xviii. 2. 

He stood by himself I all alone in his pride. 

With his heart and his knee unbending. 
For he felt not his need of the Crucified, 

To shelter from woe never-ending ; 
He stood by himself, with a lofty brow. 

And the boast of a sinless penection. 
On what he had done, and what he would do. 

Erecting a claim for protection. 

He stood by himself I mighty Father I not there 

Beamed thy sunshine of favour paternal, 
Unregarded ML back his petitionless prayer. 

Too presumptuous to reach the Eternal I 
Thou hadst said : None without an oblation shall 60me, 

But all shall a sacrifice offer I. 
He stood by himself! who shall reckon the doom 

That hangs o'er the head of the scoffer ! 

He stood by himself I great Redeemer! unknown 

Was the worth of thy free intercession. 
He was rich, and he wanted no Lamb to atone. 

He was whole, and despised the Physician ; 
He was clothed in his own works and asked for ho more. 

For he thought the soiled robe was all brightness, 
And ignorant he was sick, naked, and poor. 

He rejected thy garment of whiteness. 

He stood by himself! Holy Spirit! thy power 

Had ne'er melted his obdurate bosom. 
Where, cultured with care as a favorite flower. 

Sin had swelled from the bqd to the blossom ; 
Undisturbed the strong man kept the palace in peace. 

And the aid oi the Stronger was slignted. 
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And secnrely he walked toward the burning abyss, 
For his heart and his eye were benighiea. 

He stood by himself I with no Adrocate near, 

Such proud ones will not be thus only, 
For when at the bar of the Judge they appear. 

They will find themselves equally lonely I 
Then, trembling in that their dark moment of need. 

When the Lord says : I knew you ? no never I 
In vain their long scroll of good works they will plead, 

Their doom will be settled for ever I 

He stood by himself I when I bend in thy sight. 

Let it be with the tear of contrition, 
And, Spirit of prayer I do thou for me indite, 

The language of ever^ petition I 
Do thou, Great High Priest I sprinkle golden perfume. 

Thy merits all prevalent, endless. 
And assure me, wnen I to the mercy seat come, 

That I do not draw near to it friendlesb ! 



ZION'S NOSEGAY. 

Again the summ^ days are here, 

Again the sun shines bright and clear ; 

Again the skies are tall and blue. 

And zephyrs rove the garden through ; 

Nature puts on her roM of green. 

And smiles upon the fragrant scene ; 

Decking herself with many a flower. 

The produce of the garden bower; 

Brichter and richer than every gem, 

Wim which earth's wealthy ones garnish them. 

This is the hour I love to rove. 

In garden, field, or shady grove; 
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And cuU from all the treasures there, 
A bouquet various, sweet, and rare ; 
And on, when gathering flowerets gay. 
Imagination soars aWay, 
Making it lovelier holiday. 

May I tell the thoughts of a summer hour. 
When rambling field and garden bower; 
Without one voice in anger breaking. 
Without one cheek suffusion taking? 
'Tis but the young gay thoughts of one. 
Whose manhood's £iy has but just begun. 
And whose thoughts may changei ere his course be run. 

I see the snowdrop^ floweret mild,. 
Spring's tenderest and yet hardy child; 
And when I see it thought will stray;* 
To one whose dawn seemed. a winter's day;. 

ne'er hath seen the world before him. 

Darkness hath spread her mantle o'er him. 

And yet, unnoticed and obscure. 

He yields a perfume soft and pure. 

Still yielding, though the world might deem 

Such gloom would disadvantage him. 

And here the crocu$ short and gay, 

Like child of a cloudy day; 

Yet loved, much loved, when none are nigh. 
The depth of a shallow pool to try* : 

Thou art here, my own^ my favourite flowor. 
Child of the field, and pride pf the baw^r ; 
There be many flowers of lovelier tint. 
There be many possessing more powerful scent; 
But of all which the pleasant springtick yields,. 
Or which summer scatters in. bowers, ana fields. 
There are few, very few, to me more:sW(eet, 
Than the spring's best gem, the blue twlet; 
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And gathering thee I think of onoj 

Who was once like thee^ a wandering son ; 

But fix>m nature's fields a kind hand Dore him. 

Where the winds of.opinion swept wooindy o'er hini» 

To the gardens of Zion, where tended wim care, 

now is the pride of the garden parterre. 

More modest is he than the flaantiqEg flower. 
The dafadil, fop of the early bower ; . 
Upon whom when pondering I think of thee,. 

Assuming and thy vanity. 

More merest too than the Ibollow bluebell, 

Which suiteth, doth it not, well? 

Not lefb, not left, when a posy 's made^ 

Nor missed, nor missed, should it soonest fade. 

Come we now to the peony, gay : 

Who doth that large Dold flower pourtray ? 

It beareth leaves of a brilliant hue. 

And gives phrase that is brilliant too; 

But few mourn much a peony's doom, 
For the peony yields such faint peifiune* 
Of equal boldness, equal glare. 
Obtrudes the crimson daMia there. 

Like this rude courts the view. 

As scentless and as roseate toa 
The pretty pink attracts the eye. 
Few without praising pass it by. 
Yet lightly loved, if sweeter far. 
The gay carnaticm blossoms near ; 
■ ' the pink may gain a smile, 
If the carnation hide awhile ; 

But if thy various hue. 

Be glittering spread before die view. 
He who haUi learnt thy favourite phrase. 
He who hath watched thy customed ways. 
Is plainly seen a mimic then. 
And the pink is lightly loved again. 
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Like a tall Uiv, white and cold. 

With petals tipped with powdered gold, 

attracts a concourse near. 

His well-Kligested themes to hear ; 
Pure as the rippling stream which flows, 
But frigid as tne polar snows ; 
Cocrect as is a maiden's talk. 
But stately as a maiden's walk ; 
No noise, no glitter maj be there. 
No whirlwind of inflated air; 
But he, who with observant eye. 
Can watch the unsullied purity. 
Will see upon each sentence fair. 
Undoubted gold of Ophir there. 

Grave like wallflower plain. 

Attracts, and yet attracts again; 
No gaudy tints, no brilliant dye. 
Its ample charm, its fragrancy. 
Have you e'er seen the ahe bloom? 
Its flowering seasons seldom come. 
But when its cone of blossoms rise. 
Ambitious towards the azure skies, 
The clustering flowers too weighty seem, 
E'en for its own majestic stem ; 
Eager it strives what time it may, . 
To lavish all its wealth away ; 

Too earnest thus doth pour. 

As fearful health would come no more. 
Torrents of brilliant thoughts, which they 
Who manage these things prudently. 
Would sin^y deem sufiicieiit flower. 
To garnish each a sermon hour. 
But stay your hasty footsteps, stay. 
The mignUmetUy though nothing gay, 
A lengthened pause will well repay ; 
When you have culled from gay parterre. 
The various tinted treasures uiere. 
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Tonr nos^j would be incomplete. 
Without the fragrant mignionette ; 
The critics who the garden rove. 
To seek a flower they '11 deign to love, 
Will often pass the roses by. 
The dahlia and the peony ; 
This is too gaudy, that too bold. 
This too pedantic, that too cold; 
And stay at last their rambling feet, 
To pluck a stalk of mignionette ; 
Thus favourite of a motley train. 

Silver-haired doth gain 

A crowd of pioiis, captious, vain. 

Doth it a worthless weed appear? 

Do no gay blossoms flourisn here? 

Uncomelpr is it to the eye ? 

Oh pass It not n^lected by; 

The broad bold flowers which fix the view. 

Have many nought but glare to shew ; 

But every single leaf plucked hence. 

Is cassia, mjrrrh, and frankincense. 

Then prize the atoeet^briar^s humblest state. 

And , though once illiterate. 

Would you be lulled to soft repose? 

sleepy as the poppy blows. 

Love you the din of war's alarms ? 

Like capsicum always warms. 

the ^% sparkles bright. 

Dazzling with an excess of light ; 
Of every tint the rainbow sees. 
Desirous every eye to please; 
Crooking his text to find new features. 
Quite a chameleon amongst preachers; 
Where such attracting wonders dwell, 
'Tis hard to add 'tis void .of smelL 
But stop and take a lengthened view. 
This is the marvel of Peru ^ 
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A standitrd bearer of the Lord he served ; 
Amid the mockeries of a scornful world. 
He faithftd told the message of his God, 
Raised the white banner of the Prince of Peace, 
High and cons{)icuous, and announced to all 
Who felt the stirrings of desire within. 
That Calvary held a fountain, in whose wave 
The vilest sinner plunging, rose all pure- 
He dwelt upon the world, 
Giving his errand, unallured by earth, 
And fdl her paltry treasures; wonder not ! 
He was the mheritor of a brighter throne, 
A better mansion and a wider realm ! 
Away, blind votaries, seeking present joy. 
Who, reckless of the promise of a Goa, 
Prefer the flickerings of a blighted world. 
To the expanded full-blown flower of heaven 1 
The time will come, when thev, your mightiest. 
Remorseful will esteem, less than the dust. 
Which stains the balance, all the wealth, and state. 
And palaces, and acres, earth supplied, 
High as ye rate them now, to their high stat^ 
And wes^th unsearchable, who wiser build 
On a to-morrow's joy, their present hopes. 

The pale-browed monarch, messenger of God, 
At last di*ew nigh and rudely intarferea 
With his loved life's machinery; 
Chiward borne, resistless and roll gladly. 
Game he soon to the cold stream of Jordan, 
Border wave, where Death hiith pitched hia Capitol t 
From its marge, his faith invigored eye. 
Beheld Heaven's gate, and instant-stepped to plunge ; 
Say, doth the chill strike fiercely, or doth now 
Repentant nature fondly cling to' Hfief, 
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« 

That he wididraws it? No, no, no, his cheek 

Wears warm impatience, chastened down hj loye. 

His hoar is not I In attitude and heart. 

Expectant thus long time shall he remain. 

I was not blessed here to behold him, bat 

Full oft the tidings came how wishfully^ 

And yet submissively, he stayed to cross. 

He stood, an Eben-ezer to the world: — 

Oh, that her sons would read the sculpture there, 

That up to death, the Lord is near to help. 

And will he not across the current speed I 

While lingering thus, one said, 
In tone regretful to the expiring saint, 
"Thouartgoinghomel" " Home," he exclaimed,*' oh, yes, 
To heaven I to be with Christ ! Sweet home indeed t 
But Christ is ail its sweetness I Heaven were drear 
Without my Lord P They asked, « If raised to health. 
Say, woula you point to any other hope, 
Or preach another gospel? Hear him speak:— 
*' I have none and I know no other hope^ 
The gospel which I preached, I had from God; 
Man never taught oie ; and if raised again, 
I'd preach the same, but with more love, more seal. 
More warm intense devotion — Christ is allP 
** You'll soon," one whispered, " reach your high reward.** 
**My high reward," he said, « I'll teU you where 
I'll take it — ^to my Jesus' feet, and shout, ^ 
Worthy the Lamb I to Him alone the praise. 
The glory ! only there ascribe th' hosannar— * 
•* I depart," he said, " all confident, 
That God who hath supplied my every want. 
Will keep my wife and children ; to my God, 
My covenant God in Christ, I them commit I 
I have no fear ! when dies my latest breath, 
I shall be praising ! There is one, my e&tU/ 
Whose birth and life are bitter, all mt cup 
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Was drawn at Marah's fountain ; when I xise, 
I would enfold lusr likewise in my anns I 
Much for her, whose life day shews so comfortless, 
Mj prayer ascends ; May Christ be all her joy I" 

Twas a dull mom, when that the aged saint 
Had reached his heavenly Canaan was announced. 
I wept 1 weak nature could not stay the tear. 
And yet I grieved not, for Ifelt assured. 
His footstep now was on the golden street, 
Convoyed by seraphs to the ivory throne. 
I heard, methought, heaven's arches echoing loud 
With a glad burst, when from the treasury, 
Michael brought forth the palmbranch, harp, and crown. 
With which Immanuel decked him^ covering him 
With his. own robe of whiteness, pointing him 
To a fair mansion by his own right hand, . 
And cheering him with these delightful words : — 
" Well done I Thou good and faiuiful servant now 
Approach and share my joy P 

I was there, 
When they consigned his body to the tomb. 
Unknown, unnoticed 'mid the gteat, the taU, 
Of the assembled multitude, I dropped 
A warm tear to his memory, and when long, 
They numbered up his graces, giving all 
Their glory to his Lord, I sent a prayer. 
That I might imitate and be as blest 

Evennow^ 
In the arena of my memoryjt : .. 
Conflicting feelings strive I I grieve aiid yet , 
Rejoice unfeigneoly I One I loved hath gone, 
But whither gone ? When I would paint .^e place, 
My hand is heavy and my thought is dull^ 
Eye hath not seen, ear heard, nor hath it e'er. 
Been given the imagination; to conceive 
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The bliss immeasurable, laid tip in heayen, 
For those a Saviour calls I Jesus I hear 
The warm petition of my youthful Inreast! 
Be thou my God I my guide ! among the paths. 
The devious paths wnich intersect my road. 
Shew the strait portal and the narrow way I 
Protect me there, and when the enemy 
Would fain divert me to the enchanted ground. 
Let thy still voice expose him, and at last^ 
When every hope, and every trial ends. 
When Jordan's furthest shore resounds my step. 
Receive me. Lord I to dwdl with thee in heaven. 
And welcome me, as thou dost welcome thine ! 



WRITTEN AFTER HEARING A MINISTER 
OF COLOUR. 

I HBABD one preach whose sable face 

Brought stranger scenes to view ; 
And he told a tafe of sovereigo grace, 

Which he had tasted tck>. 

He told how Bethlehem s day-star shed. 

Upon his lone abode ; 
A beam which straight to Calvary led, 

And to a bleeding God. 

And he told how in the fountain there. 

His soul was dean^ from sin ; 
And he said, none round him need despair. 

Who fain would wash therein. 

He saidf and then methotight kia &ce 

Beamed with a white man^s glow : — 
*^ Oft foes obtain this pardoning grace. 

For I was once a foe." 
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And then he urged the listeners near. 

Ere Jordan's wave was nigh. 
To seek whHe yet they sojourned here, 

The hopes which never die. 

And then he prajred, that dark man prayed. 

Warm as a white man could. 
That the tale he told us, might be made 

Of efficacious good. 

And it will, I feel assured it will ; 

When that dark man enters heaven, 
He*ll rapturous count from Zion's hill. 

The converts God hath given. 



WONDERFUL. 

** His name shall be called Wonderful !"— Tbjjah is. 6. 

Wonderful Lord ! at thy footstool we plead. 
Wonderful mercy thy suppliants need ; 
Wonderful grace, thou hast many times shewn. 
Wonderful h)ve to us once more make known ; 
Wonderful art thou in all thy career. 
Wonderful ere the green world flourished here ; 
Wonderful in the high councils of heaven. 
Wonderful when thy engagement wast giv^n, 
Wonderful sufferings and de^th to endure^ 
Wonderful numbers a crown to procure; 
Wonderful when at thy mandate of old, 
Wonderfdl systems, their orbits unrolled; 
Wonderful, when at thy mighty decree, 
Wonderful caverns confined the deep sea; 
Wonderfol, when from the dust cf the earth. 
Wonderful creatures sprang instant to birth ; 
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Wonderful, when with rejoicing snrvejs, 
Wonderful seraphs sang anthems of piaise ; 
Wonderful, when the first foe shed his blight, 
Wonderful promise of wonderful light ; 
Wonderful, when the drowned vallies were dark, 
Wonderful, vast, anti-tjpical Ark; 
Wonderful, when thy chained Israel deplored. 
Wonderful wonders their freedom restored; 
Wonderful Captain thine Israel to lead, 
Wonderful Manna thine Israel to feed ; 
Wonderful Cloud, to direct in their way. 
Wonderful Pillar their foes to dismay; 
Wonderful Warrior whose presence secures, 
Wonderful victories always ensures ; 
Wonderful Prophet, and wonderful Kina 
Wonderful Priest, a strange offering toraing ; 
Wonderful Altar, and wonderful i^me. 
Wonderful lucense, and wonderful Lamb; 
Wonderful Temple, more glorious than ihou. 
Wonderful gem on Jerusakm's browl 
Wonderful, when in the fulness of days 
Wonderful harbingers heralded praise; 
Wonderful, when thy life journey begun. 
Wonderful, when a poor Carpenter^s son; 
Wonderful Child, to whom sages atteijd, 
Wonderful, when at the grave of thy friend; 
Wonderful, filling five thousand with food. 
Wonderful, when at the Baptism flood I 
Wonderful Healer! from sickness to save. 
Wonderful Stiller of tempest and wave ; 
Wonderful, when in Grethsemane's grove^ 
Wonderful instance of wonderful love I 
Wonderful, standing accused and forlorn. 
Wonderful bearing reproaches and scorn ; 
Wonderful, dying on Calvary's hill, 
Wonderful Pardoner of penitents still; 
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Wonderful Gmqneror of death and the tomb^ 
Wonderful soaring triumphantlj home; 
Wonderful, when the pearl portals displayed. 
Wonderful entrance ihvitinglv made; 
Wonderful now. Intercessor m heaven, 
Wonderful ^ver of every bliss given ; 
Wonderful Kuler of kingdoms and kings. 
Wonderful Author of wonderful things ; 
Wonderful, when the last trumpet hath sounded. 
Wonderful, cominfi: with angels surrounded ; 
Wonderful, when like a dioreless sea, 
Wonderfiil myriads await thy decree; 
Wonderful, rising to gloiy again. 
Wonderful multitudes filling thy train ; 
Wonderful, when thy redeemed shout on high. 
Wonderful, when the glad cherubs reply; 
Wonderful, while countless ages roll on, 
Wonderful Lordt on a wonderfiil throne I 



SONNET^ 

Tib sweet to trace the working hand of God, 

In all life's various circumstances known. 
Whether we tread adversity's dark road. 

Perplexed with cares ana every comfort gone;**— 
His presence thai will shed a fre<}uent ray. 

Cheering us while the thrjealening billows roU, 
Affording sunshine in the gloomiest day. 

And yielding shelter to the wandering soul ; — 
Or if prosperity should brighter beam,. 

If glad should flow the current of our days; 
Tis sweet to watch Him steer us down the stream. 

And mid the sunshine sweet to sin^ his praise; 
All tidies are in his hand, and each is given. 
To educate the ransomed soul for heaven. 
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GO TO THY UNKNOWN GRAVE, OLD YEAR I 

Go to thy unknown grav0, old year F 

With all thy sorrows go; 
Thy mantle is staitied with* maiiy a' tec^r. 

Thy rongh hand forced to flow ; 
Thou hast witherecl many a ^Iden flower. 

Which laughed in the pri& of spring, 
And burst the bright promise of many an hoar, 

With disappointment's sting. 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year ! 

With all thy pleasures go ; . 
Some sunshine rays the gloom to cheer. 

Thou didst on all bestow ; 
Thy deserts contained some spots of green, 

Where silvery streams did rpllj . 
And amid thy storms some .hopes serene^ 

Did calm the troubled soul* 

Go to thy unknown grave, old year I 

We do not ask thy stay; 
For thine exit brings a step more near. 

The realms of a cloudless day ; 
Thy sorrows should teach the soul to aspire. 

To yonder glad abode ; . ' 

And thy fleeting joys inflame desire, 

For endless bliss with God. 

Go to thy unknown graven old year 1 

And as the future dome^ 
May brighter and clearer to faith appear, 

Our mansion past the tomb ; 
He who commissioned time to shake, 

Thy periods from his wing. 
Calls by thy death-knell man to awake. 

And seek the Saviour-kingi ' 
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Go to thy unknown grave, old year I 

Impatient travelleni we ; 
Ye are each but a lingering charioteer; 

We long our Lord to see t 
Oh, till we reach the appointed goal. 

And till we shall soar to heaven; 
Speed, speed, and then by the raptured soul 

Shail abundant thanks be given ! 



EARTH'S SORROWS* 

To build a hope of bliss supreme. 

And think 'twiH come tcnday. 
Then mark it like a midnight dream. 

Dissolve in shade away I 
To find a pleasure, long pursued. 

And which you Ve won at last, . 
Possess no portion of the good. 

Your fancy round it cast. 

These are the sorrows here I 

To see the friend you most did love. 

To whom you breathed each thought ; 
Than morning dew more treacherous prove. 

And be — as he was notl 
To view him with your bitterest foes. 

Unite to work year ill. 
And make the pain your bosom knowsy 

More deep, more poignant still. 
These are the sorrows heret 

To watch the last expiring breath, 

Of some dear valued one. 
Within whose breast the dart of death. 

Its fatal wo^ hath done I 
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To hear the Hii^niziiig cr v ; 

The fiireweu faintly told ; 
Tet feel it right to linger by. 

And all the scene behold. 

These are the sorrows here I 

But, comlbrt, when hopes blighted die. 

When pleasores lose dieir glow; 
When cherished friends act treacherously. 

And death's worst panff we know I 
Oh, then, to feel within Sie breast 

A blessed hope: — ere long 
Oar souls in heaven's green oowers shall rest 

With all the seraph throng, 

This soothes the sorrows here I 



SONNET. 

I WOULD betake me from (he world afar 
To some green scJitnde for quiet made ; 
And while the akybirds carol in the glade^ 
And chirp their requiem lo the momine star, 
I would bend low before Jehovah's tnrone. 
To him unfoM the tale of all my c^re^ 
To him address the earnest heart^breatked 
prayer, ^ 

And suppUcate relief from Him alone. 
The cunning worldline clothed in all his wiles, 

Is less secure than I with God my Friend; 
Soon he ma v struggle in the foeman's toils. 
But I shall sure^ conquer in the end : 
Shall one day burst the bands which now enthraD, 
And grateful crown Jehovah, Lord of all I 
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WELCOME, BROTHER! 

J^DDSBSSKD TO A VWIETER ON I!IS VISIT TO ENGLAND AFTER 
FORTT YEIRS ABSErClC. 

We welcome thee^ OBrother I we welcome tfiee home 

The home of thy childhood^ the home of ithy jodth ; 

Thou art come,.wnh the blossoms of.age tibou art coine^ 

To tell what the Lord hath, told thee of the trath. 

'. 

We welcome thee. Brother I *tis pleasant to see. 
That over the t)ceari, afAr in the W^st/ 

There are some. who este^OK the sam^ Jeshs ap'we; 
There are some by our Jdsus est^med and caressed. 

We welcome thee, Brother ! may he who can bless, 
Attend with success thy kind mission of love ; 

Thy father-land church is in gloom and distress^ 
Oh, pray for revivals dispensed from above! 

We welcome thee. Brother I come olad in thy might. 
Here jealousies bavie dvershadowed too long ; 

Jerusalem's glories, been hidden firorm sight. 
And praise hathforgotten the solace of soi^.' 

We welcome thi^. Brother I the hills veiy dry 
Of our Zidli crjrlbud for the dew and thfe rain; 

But our shepherds contending regard not the cry. 
And brave 'gainst each other don't hear us complain. 

We welcome thee. Brother 1 in brotherly love. 

Dwell 'hove all these bickerings, shunning the strife ; 

Oh, come with the olive leaf, come with the Dove^ ^ 
And span with a rainbo>^ the clamour of life 1 
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We welcome thee. Brother I and wish: tihee 0oilspetd, 
Oh, may thy last dajs be thy brightest- and beet ! 

And when the Lord calls iliee^ oh, mayest thoa indeed. 
Like a sun all refulgent snik cloudless to rest I 



ON THE DEATH OF A VERY AGED SAINT. 

At last she hath gone to her glcuy^ 

The summons at last hatb been gi^ea ; * 
And now on the pinioni of. rapture, 

She reaches the rBortals^fheaiPen;: • 
Hark I heard yea the sweli of the anthem^ 

Which told that a new Yoice was there; 
That another bright spirit hath ^tered, 

The glad hallelujah to share I 

Her eye now beholds the R^eemer,. 

In whom was hep confidence. heij^i . , ., 
Who nearly a cenituiy guided^ , . 

Her path in this w^^en^eiss dr^ar; . .... 
Who gave her when youth was but dawpin^^ , ; 

The first precious ,t^te of his iove; . . , 

And who welcomes her now to the fountaiUy : 

The banquet of dainties above. 

She sees (happv snirits before her), * 

FuU many sne loved while beloW ; 
Her TI^«fo/t«W, whose ecstacies taught her. 

Even here almost rapture to know ; . . , 

Her FotUr, who led her young spirit 

To ponder God's inercy to man; * ^ 

And nuntmgton^ scribe well instructed, ' 

The depths of redemption to scan. 
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There dad in his ndment of whiteness. 

And crowned with a diadem too. 
The partner of all her earth's^ sorrows. 

Stands present before her ghd view ; 
Behind him two young angels hover. 

They touch their gold harpstrings in praise; 
She knows the sweet children who left her 

In the budding of infantile days. 

And now on a sof): cloud reposing, 

Her eye marks her pilgrimage path ; 
And she counts all her stones S remembmce, 

Ebenezers erected on earth ; 
Her mind now unweakened by distance^ 

Marks fresh the deliverance oft shewn ; 
Protection so much manifested. 

And mercy so frequently known. 

She sees too the prop of her old a^ 

Who cheered her last stages of life; 
And those who with tenderness soothed her. 

When struggling in death's final strife; 
And now towards the ivory throne soaring, 

I see her all gratitude move, 
Evtery blessing for them importuning^ 

Contained in the chsdice of love. 

A cloud hath come over my vision, 

The chill of earth's wind comes again ; 
And I *m called from the musings of heaven. 

To strive with the strivings of men; 
Lord I hear thou my ardent petition. 

Thou who hast a^Wakened oiy love; 
Oh fan the fr^ flame till it rises, 

And joins these loved spirits above I 
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THOUGHT. 



Thought I 'tis a strange imearthly thing. 

Of ttimes arrayed in <;are ; 
Oft bearing bri^t imagining. 

Whence comes it? toll me where? 
Though 'tis an inmate in mj breast, 

I cannot rule its flight; 
But though a proud tyrannic guest, 

'Tis cherished with delight. 

It bears me oft to other lands, 

To bygone times of old ; 
Where rivers roll o'er golden sands. 

Mid gems of worth untold ; 
I view perhaps creation's mom. 

When the vounff sun first beamed i 
Or when on ffoah left forlorn. 

The earliest rainbow gleamed. 

Then easily a plunge I take, 

Adown the course of years ; 
Where strutting in th' imprisoning brake. 

The appomted ram appears ; 
I see old Abraham part the cord. 

That bound his son to death; 
And hear fame's trumpet sounding loud. 

This noblest act of laith. 

I turn and look, a different hill, 

A different scene supplies; 
And wondrous things m nature tell, 

A wondrous person dies ; 
Lord I not alone in fancy's glass, 

I would this vision see; 
Let Calvary's self before me pass. 

And speak, thou diedst for me I 



118 IBHPRILS. 

Anon with thonght's strong wing I soar^ 

Where tread the seraphs' feet; 
Imagination bursts the door^ 

And walks each glittering street ; 
I view the dazzling sons of light, 

Which Deity surround ; 
And raptured with the pleasant si^t. 

Amongst them would be found. 

All this hath thought the power to da, 

So when I 'm left alone, 
1 bid it sketch some cheering view, 

And straight the thing is done ; 
Say not that solitude is drear. 

Beneath the forest bowers, 
I speak, and thousand scenes appear, 

To wile away the hours!' ' 

I thank thee. Lord, who ,didat bestow 

This heavenly gift on me ; . 
Let me devote its powers to shew 

My gratitude to Thee ! ' 

Let me not fritter all away. 

Its strength on paltry things. 
But muse upon Eternity, - i . 

And on the King of kings ! 



THE DEAD CHILD- 

1 HAD seen with strong feblinss of pleasure^ 
Life light up the glance of its eye ;^ 

When the mother smiled over h^r tr^touTe, 
And thought not it ever could die. 

Now trouble's more tfirilling emotioD, - 
Unlocked the best feuiitaiii o6 lean ; 
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And I thought on life's changeable ocean» 
How freqaentlv sorrow appears. 

I saw the bereaved mother gazing, 

On the babe^ 'twas her first one had gone ; 

And I told her, her infant was praising, 
Before the Almighty One^s throne^ 

I told, but it stayed not my, weeping, . 

Gould I think 'twould her teardrops restrain ? 
Then I said, The dear child is but sleeping. 

And more lovely will waken again. 

The mother looked out from her dreaming, 

I said. It wiU wake in yon sky I 
She smiled, but had vanished the beaming, 

Which glanced in her beautiful eye. 

Oh 'twas long ere the paleness of sorrow, 

Permitted the hue of delight ; 
And delight when it came seemed to borrow. 

Some shades of a sorrowful night 



THE REttJJlNED BACKSLIDER. 

I 84^w him pray; a gentle childy . . : 
At ,hjlB mother's footstool bending ; 

And the seraph throng delighted smiled, 
When . th^y marked the prayer^ ascendiDg. • 

1 saw him pray; youth yet was ww,. 

But care i^s brow had shaded ; , , 
And the cheeks \^ mother Iqved tx> view. 

Had now untimely faded, ; 
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1 saw him pray, when sin had gained 
A fearful conquest o'er him ; 

When pale remorse within him reigned, 
And darkness was before him. 

I saw him pray ; his fervent prayer. 
Soared hiffh to heaven's dominion ; 

Eacer to telfits errand there, 
JU stretched its widest pinion. 

I saw him pray; an answer came, 
Remorse and darkness vanished ; 

Hope fed again the expiring flame, 
And joy was no more banished. 

I saw him pray; once more a child, 
At his Saviour's footstool bending ; 

And now from earth's cold dreary wild, 
I see it oft ascending. 



THE CHRISTIAN RACE. 

Akd is the christian life, O Lord, a race, 
Mv soul would seek the glorious prize to gain ; 
Oh, let me not pursue, pursue in vain. 

And be, great Qoa, a castaway from gracel 

Mav a bright beam from Jesus' smili^ fiioe, 
roint the true path which leads from earth to thee ; 
And may my youthful soul with ardonr flee, 

Earnest to shelter in thy kind embrace! 

Far from thee now, O ijord, my smrit strayit, 
Careless, how careless of eternal joys. 
Soon may the Si^rit^s still but powerfbl voice. 

Call me away from this low dwelling {dace ; 
Joyous forsaking all earth's proudest hoards, 
To be, oh blissful state I to be the Lord's! 
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ON THE DEPARTURE TO GLORY OF 
REV. J I^^ — . 

''Sonowiiig most of all— that they shotild see hla face no rnQre." 
AOTB XX, 38. 

TwAS on the day. 
Sacred to the remembraDce of the death 
Of Zion'fl Lord on Calyaiy, a thronff 
Of Zion's children gathered round toe grave, 
7earftil consigning to the narrow house. 
The loved remains of one most dearly loved. 
Their under shepherd, who, his work fulfilled. 
Had soared to heaven and home and happiness^ 
Leaving them in their feelings all alone* 

Thej wept; they did not try to stay the tear. 

For Zion s Lord had wept oW Lazarus, 

Thus demonstrating tis no sin to weep. 

They wept I not for their under shepherd gone, 

But for tnemselves, tliat th^ should see no more 

Their Father, Pastor, Friend, until in heaven, 

All earth's relationships absorbed in bliss. 

They should unite in the delightful son& 

Thenr Father, Pastor, Friend, had tau^t them here. 

They wept, in recollection of the hours, 

The happy hours, tbroueh thirty-three brief years, — 

His length of minislry, Christ's lengdi of life, — 

When ustening to his voice, they heard him preach 

Salvation, certain, sovereign, free, and ftOl, 

And in extatic accents loud proclaim. 

The purpose and the power of Zion's King. 

'' Well I remember," thus a grey haired saint, 
To one as silvery, ** that delightful day. 
When first assemUed in the sanctuary^ 
Our Joseph, in the strengtfi of maidiood theoy 
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Loud published to a listening jntdtitnde» 
That gosjpel, vr hich unchanmng «nd unchanged^ 
He faithmUy maintained all through his course; 
I was then jroung, young in the p^rim's path. 
And youne in years, but I had lovSl the Lord, 
And tasted he was gracious, and I loved 
The faithful servant, for the Master^s sake^ 
And shall his memory love; oh I he was blessed 
Above the common run of ministers, 
With larger gifts, and yet more large racoess, 
And CamDerwell shall never cease to know > 
A prophet of the Lord within. her dwelt I*^ ' 

^' And I remember," said another then, 
A man in life's fiill vigour, ** years ago. 
Wandering upon a sabbath holiday. 
Careless I turned with others to the Grove; . 
They left, pursuing, the intended walk ; ' > 
I only stayed ; I could not, would not leave; 
I was arrested with the burning words, 
Heartrstricken with thiB fervour and the love, 
Which proved the preacher was, bfvond a doubt, 
Heaven^s own ambassador to men; 1 stayed. 
And have abode ; how dear to me, * * 
The place where first I beard of .so^u^eign grace ! 
The preacher, who first warned me of my wnyl 
Who told the peril and the refuge too^ 
Pointing my soul to Jesus r : i • ''■ ' 

Meekly anotifeier whispeued^ ** AH. my jlifa- 
Have I assembled with God's peojple heaee, • ' i 
My parents lav^d him, always followedhim, ; 
And when a babe by him devoted me 

In hope and ptayerV '^^^ <^^di>A^'**!r^^ 
Each sabbath saw me, by iniy patents bn>ugkt 
Here worshipping; thowhtfess: Ibi^^ I heard,^ 
But hope, and faith, and lolv^ and ocMdeaieft^ 
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Gradual apsjHran^ ; I loannot tell you when. 
Gradual rnj Saviour drew mt^ drew with love, 
Sealing his aervant's words Inrith po#er divmei 
On mj joxmg heart, so diat I. can dedare: — 
Whereas I once was blindj I now can see I > 
Dear to me is the Lord, mjr pareilte' God, 
Dear is their pastor, who was likewise mine, 
Dear is this house, holy ami beaniiful^. 
Where we .too^er listened^ praised, ai^ prayed, 
And ever will he dear r 

''I am a stranger," said, a way worn man, 

In country ^arbj m country aooenis too^ 

" 1 never heard his voice ; I ne'fer before 

Beheld the chapel where so lon^ he preached ; 

But far away ip my benighted hom;^ 

Where leadeiis blind presume the blind to lead. 

His Jazer caught mv eye: the page was blest; 

Like Sychar^s .daughter, soonito all aiound, 

I UAi the tidings, and in company. 

Midst muchir^viling, we assembled o% . 

And read his W>)rks. together ; when I heard 

That J]esus Christ had beckoned Jazer home, 

I straight determined, though the wdy was long. 

To come and drop a tear upon his grave, 

And 'mongst his flock, acknowledge grace received 

Through himt who dead, may still to many speak. 

As thus he spoke .to me I" < 

•. . ' ■ .••>• 
And may I add my testimony tdo :— - : 
Well I remember many years bygone. 
One summer sabbath eve, when hfe was young, 
I journeyed: many a mile from where I dwelt^ 
To listen to the sh^pherd.of the Grove. 
Well I remember, and «hall ne'er forget 
His subject and. his* senmm on that day $ 
And vfhm in alter years^ I chose a Inme^ . 
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I chose it near his tent, that I might share 
His counsels, and his cautions, and his love ; 
But God is sovereign in his works and ways $ 
Jazer had spoken once, and though I heard 
Often with rapture and ddight, I h^urd 
Never again as then I 

His work is done I the soldier of the cross, 
The undaunted champion of the battle-field. 
The ever wakeful watchman on the walls, 
The Boanerges in his Master's cause, 
The accredited ambassador of heaven^ 
Retires from care and conflict, toil and pain ; 
And entering his pavilion to repose. 
Receives the robe, the laurel, and the harp. 
The approbation, and the smUe of God I 
His work is done ! the triumph now b^ins. 
The long eternity of blessedness. 
Where, ever new, the one unvarying song, 
Worthy the Lamb I shall fill the bl<x>d-bought soul. 
With rapture, and with love. His work is done I 
The Saviour's plaudit liath been freely given ; 
''Well done, thou good and faithful servant I enter 
heaven r 

Saviour! tis thine, the sole prerogative. 
To rei^, and rule in Zion, calling home, 
From Zion in the wilderness, thy saints. 
To Zion in the sunshine, when thou wilt 
We praise aiid bless thee, as thy saints advance. 
And pass within the glory; yea, we long 
To leave the desert, and be witih thee too. 
But while we dwell in Mesech, while our tents 
Are pitched in Baca's vale, we come to thee. 
Fountain exhaustless for thy people's need I 
Encouraged come, to tell thee all we want 
Hast thou not said: Where two oir three unites . 
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Thej shall not vainly ask ? Saviour ! a thrcxng, 
A multitade, jea all the sorrowing flock. 
On this thj favored hill, with other folds 
Of thy one flock, who sympathize with them, 
UnitcKlly beseech thy mercy throne, 
That thou, Chief Shepherd ! in their loneliness, 
Now that they have no under shepherd's care, 
Will be thyself their Shepherd specially I 
Let them thy latest promise realize, 
The gifts and guidance of the Comforter ! 
Let heaven's refreshing breezes frequently, 
Rttstlinff amid the branches of the Tree, 
Whose fruit and leaves, are for thy Zion's health. 
And Zion's rich provision, lavishly, 
Supplv abundance; while the crystal stream. 
The nver flowing from the throne of Grod, 
Meandering, shall afford uufaiUng draughts 
Of life's pure water ; and in thine own tmie^ 
Answer the supplications of thy saints. 
Granting an under shepherd, one like him. 
Faithful to God, and faithful to his causey 
Bold, active, fervent, zealous, gifted, true; 
So that this little HiU, like Carmei's brow. 
Wet with the dew of heaven, may manifest 
The truthfulness of tboie delighted words^ 
With which he opened here his ministry: , 
** I, the Almighty I will my footstool make^ 
Conspicuously a glory I" 



HYMN. 

Could I obtain a Pi^gah sights 

Of the celestial fields. 
And taste the unallowed delight^ 

The golden eity yields; 
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Coald I on eagle pinions sodr 

Yon distant cloud above. 
And gaze within the pearly door^ 

That hides the land of lore ; 

Cotdd I, beneath life's fragrant tree. 

Life's crystal river near. 
The pleasures of the ransomed see. 

Their glad hosannas bear; 

And while these prospects glorious break 

Upon my ravislied view, 
Could I but hear, the Saviour speak : — 

These joys are all for you I 

How frail, how valueless would seem 
Thy boasted treasure3« Earth I 

Thy honours, each an empty name I 
Thy wealth, how: little worth f 

Then vainly should thy sorrows strive 
To clothe my brow with gloom.; 

Like a glad pilgrim, I would live. 
Anticipating Home ! 



AN EVENING THOUGHT. 

Star-gemmb-d floor of the land I love I 

Tell me and tell me now^ 
What are the many glittering pearls, 

Which hang on thy jewelled brow ? 

Schoolmen write in the.l0ttered palge^ 
That each is a world like ours ; 

But where sky-birds sing superior songs, . 
In more delightful bowers, 
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Where the wolf and thelamb in conoord meet ; 

Where the leopard harmless lives ; 
And where undewed with the sweat of man, 

The field its harvest gives. ' ' > 

Where sin hath shed xl6withe?r!ng ^blight ; 

Where death no entrance'S9u;i3; 
Where the men of a thousand years ago, 

Still bomid across' the plaius;. .' . , 

Mainr, if such ye be, fair worlds, , • 

Would ask no brighter* ^doom^ 
Than within your gorgeous palaces^ 

To spend a lasting home; 

So let them; more ambitious' I, : ^ 

More towering wishes frame ; 
I would not dwell in these, but with ' ' 

The Lord of all of theml 

m .... 

They may be near to the pearly gates, 

Tnev may stand close ita h^ave^*;' ' 
But who would live in the servant's lodge, 

if the Mansion House were gi veil? 



HEAVEN. 

RoLii back thy mantle, cloudy sky. 
Op po se no more my anxious eye. 

Which fain would heaven behold; 
Exhibit to my wondering sight. 
The seraph cnoir, the hiUs of Imht, 

The streets of burnished golcL 
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I long to catch a dazzling view. 

And gaze the heavenly mansions through. 

The broad celestial fields ; 
Dissolved in rapture I would see. 
The wonderful life-giving tree, 

Which various treasure yields. 

But most my soul would look upon 
Immanuel, on his sapphire throne: — 

Clouds, you have not unrolled 1 
No, vainly strive our mortal eyes, 
They cannot pierce the mvsteries, 

liiey cannot heaven behold ! 

Then patient I will bend the knee. 
And trust this better land to see. 

When death's bleak wave is past ; 
Then may I 'mid its pleasures roam, 
Then find it my deligntful home. 

My resting-place at last I 



JOY m HEAVEN. 

Behold with joyful pinions spread, 

Yon hastening seraph fly ; 
He leaves the dazzling sun behind. 

And soars above the sky. 

See while Heaven's throngs enquiring gaze. 

The willing doors unfold ; 
But yet he speaks not, for iJbe news 

Must first to God be told. 

Bending before the ivoiy throne. 

His homage now is ^ven ; 
And then he tells, a child of earth. 

Is seen an heir of heaven. 



TENDRILS. 129 



Silence I he speaks: Long tiaie» O OodI 
He roamed the paths of sin, — 

Her flowery paths,— and sought for bliss, 
Ambition's fane within. 

Bat tribulation touched his brow, 
With deepened furrows there; 

He thought to glean delights from earth,— 
He gathered only care. 

Now washed in Calvary's crimson fount, 

He waits, a sparkling gem ; 
To soar from earth, and glittering deck 

Salvation's diadem. 

Well-pleased the listening Godhead hears, 
What his right hand hath done; 

And mingled streams of praiise and joy. 
Through Heaven's bright circle run. 

And then they sing : Th v kingdom. Lord I 

Extending shall extend ; 
'Till all thy ransomed are brought nigh. 

And at thy footstool bend. 



AN EASTER HYMN. 

What a loud burst of rapturous praise. 
Shook the high vault of heaven ; 

When past the three appointed days. 
The sepulchre was riven. 

Wondered the bands of every name. 

Which people yonder sky ; 
When to our earth Immanuel came^ 

But when they saw him die:— 
G 
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Then reined bo each seraphic fiK!e^ 

Astonishment supreme ; 
The scheme to save a fidlen race. 

Was mystery to them. 

They saw their apostate brethren hurled, 

lo horrid gulpns of woe; . 
And angels thought a guilty world, 

WouM equal ruin know. 

Justice upraised her vengeful sword* 
When from the middle throne 

Steps a new victim ! speaks the Lord: — 
My sufferings shall atone I 

He left the flittering realms of light. 

In flesh his glory veiled ; 
Hell pondered at the amazing sight, 

And asked, hath Ed^ failed ? 

He walked a man, 'mongst men on earth ; 

Refiised, despised by them; 
The casket they thought little worth. 

Enclosed Heaven's richest gem I 

He died I by man he came to save : 

By man his blood was i^t; 
Lo I Calvary tastes a purple wave. 

Ordained to deim^ fhmi guilt . 

He soioumed, grave I thy boupds within, 
Who knows liis doings there ? 

He conquered Satan, death, and siOf 
Then burst to upper air I 

He rose, the glorious work is done ! 

Heaven shouts a welcome hoihe ; '' 
And speaks the Father to the Son:— 

For man there now is room I 
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SANCTIFIED SORROW. 

*' The Lord is good, a stronghold in the daj of trouble." 
Kahum L 7. 

The Lord is merciful and good. 

And hath been so to me; 
He heard me when I rode the wave 

Of tribniation's sea. 

I asked that he at once would speak, • 

The billows into rest; 
And bid the exile joy return, 

To mj expecting breast 

I ii^ed, but still the tempest dashed, 

t^n my aching brow ; 
I thought my God a tyrant then ; 

I think him gracious now. 

He taught me, when the winds were high, 

Earth's pleasures all were vain ; 
They brin^ but little joy, and leave 

An after-scorch of pain. 

He tanght me in that trying hour, 

True peace was only found 
Beyond thy sable shores, O worl I 

6eyond thy cheerless bound I 

He taught me then the voice of prayer, 

And Dent the obdurate knee ; 
My first petition rose amidst, 

The rushing of that sea I 

1 cried : O Lord 1 my hopes, my fears, 

Mj all, myself I bring ; 
Lord I wilt tnou smile acceptably. 

On such a worthless thing I 
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Perform thy will, Almighty God I 

And let that will be mine I 
Protect me when the billows rise. 

And when the sunbeams shine ! 

Now though the tempest frequent breaks 

Upon my little bark ; 
Though many a day is comfortless, 

And many an hour is dark ; 

I know not now the black despair, 

I feel not now the gloom ; 
I Ve found I 'm but a stranger here; 

A sojourner from home^ 

My home ! sweet home ! its emerald gates, 
When will they. Lord ! unclose. 

And give me my eternity. 
Of pleasure and repose ? 



AN EARLY GRAVE I 

Give me the prospect of a long life's day. 
Glad in the purest sunshine, filled to me farim 
With gladness and with love ; still should I deem 

The exchange a bright one, taking all away. 
And giving in its place, an early grave ! 

Aye, smile, and call it a vexed chilas caprice, 

.Which the next puff of fancied happiness 
Will bury 'neath oblivion's far off wave; 

You know me not! though youth is on my brow, 
I 've lived enough to e&timate life well ; * 

And the best wish that my petitions tell^ 

At mom, at noon, and whicn is rising npWj 
Breathes but for fitness to obtain yon home. 
And then to reach it by an early tomb ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUTH. 

Hb hath ffone to the purchased possession, 

He hath soared to the palace above, 
And oat of the reach of transgrei^on. 

He tastes the fruition of love ; 
A trophy of mercy he*9 singing, 

Redemption's full chorus on high. 
Loud praising Jehovah for bringing ' , 

His soul to her home in the sky. 

I saw him when life was bat dawning. 

When health lent a bloom to his m^ 
I saw him again, 'twas yet mornings 

But his sun had nigh finished its race; 
He had followed the voice of temptation. 

The syren who sings to betray. 
And withered by sad degradation. 

His bloom had all gone to decay. 

Boast not, ye who never have waUowed 

In outward enormities base. 
That because ye have rectitude followed, 

Te are therefore entitied to grace; 
I have learnt that thou^ mer^ restraining, 

Hath guarded my footsteps m>m fall. 
My heart, the same evils containing, 

Is prone to relapse into aU. 

Almighty I we praise thee, thy favour, 

Inaependent of merit or sin. 
Hath provided a suitable Saviour, 

To bring thy poor wanderers in ; 
And when in the mansions of glory. 

We unite in hosannas of praise. 
All then will proclaim the same story: — 

Salvation is wholly of grace I 
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THE SWELLINGS OF JORDAN. 
** How wilt thoadoin the fwellings of Jordaa f 

JflSSMIAH zii 5, 

LoBD I not vet roll near mj dwellings 

Death's diyiding sable wavej 
Ere I gasp in Joraan's swelling. 

Tell me, thou hast died to save! 

If the chilly stream be glistening 

In the sunshine of thj smile; 
If mj parting soul be listening 

To tny wmsperingSy the wmle; 

If bright cherubs round my pillow. 

Messages of comfort bring ; 
If I see, Deyond the billow. 

Heaven, the palace of mj King; 

If I know, by &ith made cerfeun, 

I shall thither wine my flight, 
When hath dropt lif^s lingermg curtail^ 

When the world departs from sight: — 

Pleasant then wodd be deporting, 

Weeping friends, adieu I adieu 1 
Why are tears of sorrow startmg? 

It is I should weep for yoal 

Fancy, Lord, hath sketched a dying, 
Oh, how glorious, rapturous, olest. 

Like a ransomed exile nyine 
To the land he loves me best 1 

Lord I bestow the preparation t 

Teach and chasten, here I am. 
Only give me thy salvation I 

Save me through the risen Lamb I 
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Then roll near'my ready dwelling, 
Death's anticipated stream, 

Okd ni plnn^ amid the swelling. 
All dependmg upon Him! 



INTEROESSlbN. 

'^ Thr Brother Aaron doth speak well r--Qair.iT. 14. 

And hast thou, when thy trembling feet 

Have borne thee to the place of prayer, 
Fallal prostrate at the mercy seat, 

Without a word to whisper there; 
Faint not! thy elder Brotner views^ 

The gUidiin^ tear, the bosom's swdl^ 
And ihese wilFeloquendy use. 

Thy Brother Aaron speakeih well ! , 

Dmpair not, though thy stammering tongue 

Can otdy urge a broken sigh. 
Thy Lord will scatter perfome on. 

And bear aloft that reeble cry; 
The langnage df a contrite groan. 

Thy mterceding Lord can tell. 
And when he ple»ls them at the throne, 

Thy Brollier Aaron speaketh well ! 

Wdl, when he shews each scarlet sign. 

His hands, his feet, his bosom bear. 
And tells for thee, his brow divine^ 

A coronet of thorns did wear; 
These silent keep in constant view. 

His death on blushing Calvary's hill. 
And when he says, he med for you. 

Thy Brother Aaron speaketh wdll 
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FREE-WILL. 

Let others sing in notes of lofty praise. 
The riches and the glory of free grace ; 
They may retain the exclusive anthem still. 
We will endeavour to exAlt free-wiU. 

Salvation, if the Scripture page speaks true, 
Salvation owes its origin thereto ; 
And if we trace the subject to the end,. 
Twill prove throughout the sinner's real friend. 

What was it but unbribed, unbought free*will 
Called the first council on yon heavenly hill ? 
And what but his unbiassed will could move, 
The Almighty Father in his acts of love ? 

Did not Immanuel leave his sparkling throne. 
And glittering splendours of his equal crown ; 
Prompted thereby to bear the scourge, the mock,- 
And saved because he would his purchased flock ? 

Yea, when suspended on the accursed tree^ 
Free-will in Jesus reimed triumphantly; 
Death, men, and devils vainly had combined. 
Had not Cluist willingly his life resigned I 

And willingly the Spirit dotii reveal, 
Unthoughty unasked, his influences we feeU 
He breathes whene'er he will upon the soul, 
And a new heavenly life pervades the whole* 

And willingly the sinner life receives, 
And willingly the enlightened mind believes,; 
Most willinffly, for every hell-forged chain, 
Doth with me Spirit's entrance burst in twain. 
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One little blonder feolish mortals make, 
Thej fain the glory of free-wiU would take ; 
Free-will belongs to God; we at our birth 
Are bom in bondage^ when we are born to earth ! 



*'D0 AS THOU HAST SAID F— 2 Sam. vii. 26. 

LiKB the ploughed field, Lord, mj heart, 

Prepared, aWaits the sower's hand. 
The promised blessing now impart. 

And smile npon the longing labd ; 
I feel thou hast a work began, 

I live, who once was wholly dead. 
Oh, follow on thy gracioas plan. 

Almighty I do as thou hast said I 

I want no other scheme but thine. 

Thy free salvation suits my case. 
Let me but see that Christ is mine. 

Let me but realize thy grace ; 
My softened heart awaits uie seal. 

My soul acknowledges her need. 
Thy Spirit's impress, let me feel, 

Almighty 1 do as thou hast said I • 

Profusely in the sacred word. 

Shine promises just fit for me. 
But imbelief restrains me, Lord I 

And I would grasp as well as see; 
Apply tliy power, and bring them liear, 

Oh, let them be as heavenly bread, 
Like living waters, let them cheer. 

Almighty I do as thou hast said I 
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*^ The appointed yision soon shall come^ 

It shali not stay;" thy word declares^ 
Its mpeedier advent thcongh the gloom. 

Has been the theme of manj jwayers ; 
And jet again on suppliant knee 

I ask, thy powemil influence shed! 
Let the bright moment present be ! 

Almighty I do as thou hast said I 

** I will ^ve power, and str^ogth increased. 

To fainting souls who have no qiipht, 
And where cold darkness pains th^ breast, 

Will turn that darkness into ligbt $" 
Lord ! such am I, aU dark, all wei^, 

Mongst doubts, and feax^ I stumbling tread. 
Now the reviving mandate speak | 

Almighty ! do as thou ha^t said t 

** 1 will be always with vou, I 

Will never leave, will ne'er fo98ak% 
And earth-bom cares in yain shall try. 

The peace which I bestow to break f 
Delightful wordsl Lord I dwell with me ! 

L^ me be always by thee led! 
Crowned with that peace, oh, let me be I 

Almighty! do as thou hast said! 

** Yea, whatsoever in my name 

Ye ask, (saith Christ]^ it shall be eiven;" 
Saints ! loud your heritage pvodaim I 

Thus downed with the wealth of heaven ! 
Encouraged thus, I urge my prayer, 

While that dear name alone I plead. 
Assured acceptance let me share ! 

Almighty ! do as thoui hast said I 
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Let me^ w]bien be^d^l2,f(t ihe tlutme 

Feel the. realitj of mttil 
Enlighten me in Cllu^t the Spn, 

To credit what the Scripture saith I 
I long to ^now the word» thy, word ) 

I long t^n its truths to feed I 
Speak with conTinqitig power* Lord I 

Almighty I do w thoo, jhasisaid I 



PEAISBL 



Praise ^e the Lord I ypur ^iad. hosannas raise I 
Praise him, my soul, for thou iiist cause to praise t 
Praise the great Founder of earth, sea» and air t 
Praise the Creator of all creatures there I 
Praise him for life ; for every fleeting breath; 
Praise for deliverance ficom tne sting of death I 
Praise for the blessings thou hast known on earth ! 
Praise for revealing mose of richer worth I 
Praise Him I the sojonmerS' in Zion's road 
Praise without oeasmg should their Father Qoi I 
Praise for directioQ in life's 'wildering way, : 
Praise for tli0 flame by night, the cloud by diQr ; 
Praise shrouded^neaw advei^iy's dark gloom; 
Praise shouLl. prosperity to daeer th^, come; 
Praise. when thy pathway is, a vale of tear?*! 
Praise Hiin^ who silence your doubts and femurs ; 
Praise, when the radiW sunshine ^ds ypur soul, 
Plraj3ej; for the suyibeai^s ship^ at im ^conitraul ! 
Praisb Him who staved you in s^i's dangerous ro^, 
Prais^.Him.who tdayou.of yon bright fibodei 
Praise Him who biTeathed the first desires which rose, 
Ptaise Him, the fount whaico every good wish flows; 
Praise Him, the only Qod-admowledied way. 
Praise for the blesd^ of the gospel day ; 
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Praise for the faith's view, tbpu hast gained of heaven ; 
Ptaise for the hope of a bright entrance given ; 
Praise for the palmbranch and the crown above. 
Praise for the m^sions in the land of love ; 
Praise when yoa enter Jordan's border wave. 
Praise Him 7f ho died on Calvary to save ! 
Praise, when you anchor on th^ flirther shore. 
Praise Him who wafted you in safety o'er! 
Praise, when Heaven's convoy meets to lead you on. 
Praise when you bend before the eternal throne ; 
Praise, louder than archangels be your song I 
Praise, higher than the white-robed seraph throng 1 
Praise rapturous, they redemption never knew ! 
Praise I ecstasies of praise should rise from you! 
Praise, bursting from the harpstrinff, timbrel, voice I 
Praise till hjeaveri's arches echo with your joys! 



SONNET. 

Well I temember, once ^hen mnnei*(ms woes, 
Destrovin^ each fond prospect, swift did come. 
Clad in the direst ^arb that trouble knows. 
And ^neath the darkniess.of its mUnight gloom. 

My proud soul bent a Victim to despair! 
When nope, aiid help, and all seemed far away. 
When earthly fipienoships shed no cheering ray. 
And vain to heaven I strove to breathe a prayer ; 
Oh,. I remember how a beam of light, 

Pure from the tetnple where hope sits enshrin^. 
Shed day upon m;f sotd in that dark night, 
And bad'e despair release my tortured mind; 
'Twas as the rainbow, when the floods descend. 
It told me, I should triumph in the end ! 
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ENCOURAGEMENT; 

Child of earth I thy brow of care. 
Tells that sorrow revels there; 
Tells that in thy throbbing breast. 
Trouble is a frequent guest ; 
That seldom doth the cheering sinile> 
Of happiness thy path beguile ; 
That joy a stranger is to thee, 
All lonely in thy misery 1 

Child of earth I there is a land, 
Beyond death's darksome border siarand. 
Where care and sorrow never gloom. 
Where tribulation cannot come; 
Where happiness is always found. 
For 'tis her own dear native ground ; 
Where bowers, and groves, and minstrelsy, 
Would charm away thy misery. 

Child of earth I dost thou desire, 
And would thy ardent soul enquire. 
How shall I reach this land of bliss ; 
Oh tell me where this region is ? 
GKve me the pinions of a dove. 
That I may all these pleasures prove I 
GKve me the strength of an eagle's breast. 
To soar to' this bright land of rest I 

Child of earth ! a dote's light wings. 
An eagle's strength are useless things ; 
They cannot bear thee on to God, 
And I have painted his abode; 
Thy soul, to gain admission there. 
Must urge the frequent contrite prajer ; 
Must plead a righteousness tmknown. 
To sinners proud, who plead their own. • 
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Praise for the fi^idi's Tiew. tbon hast gained of heaven ; 
Ptaise for the hope of a bright entrance given ; 
Praise for the palmbranch and the crown above. 
Praise for the mansions in the land of love ; 
Praise when you enter Jordan's border wave, 
Praise Him iff ho died on Calvary to save t 
Praise, when yon anchor on th^ fhrther shore, 
Praise Him who waflted you in safety o'er I 
Praise, when Heaven's convoy meets to lead you on. 
Praise when you bend before the eternal throne ; 
Praise, louder than archangels be your song! 
Praise, higher than the white-robed seraph throng! 
Praise rapturous, they redemption never knew ! 
Praise I ecstasies of praise should rise from youl ' 
Praise, bursting from the harpstring, timbrel, voice I 
Praise till heaven's arches echo with your joys! 



SONNET. 

Well I remember, once When tomeitous woes, 
Destrovinff each fond prospect, swift did comei 
Clad in tne direst carb that trouble knows. 
And 'neath the darkniess of its midnight gloom. 

My proud soul bent a victim to despair! 
When nope, and help, and all seemed far away. 
When earthly firiendships shed no cheering ray, 
And vain to heaven I strove to breathe a prayer ; 
Oh,. I remember how a beam of light, 

Pure from the tetiiple where hope sits aishrin^. 
Shed day upon m^^ soul in that dark nigh^ 
And bade despair release my tortured mind ; 
Twas as the rainbow, when the floods descend. 
It told me, I should triumph in the end I 
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Child of earth I thrice happy thou. 
Chased is care 'from oSihj brow ; 
Should thj pra}rer an answer gain, 
Shonld'st thou righteousness obtain; 
Should'st thou, confident in faith. 
Feel assured that after death. 
Heaven's bright mansions full in view. 
Wait prepar^ ordained for you. 

Son of GodI thy tide then, 
Ceased thy fellowship with men ; 
Though a sojourner below. 
In a land of various woe ; 
Hope shall caliii thv troubled soul. 
While the waves or sorrow roll ; 
Pointing onward, fiu* away. 
To a bright eternity I 



SONNET. 

LoBD I thou hast been our true and fidthful Friend, 
When all forsook us, thou wast evei' near. 
Thou didst in every time of trouble cheer. 

And sweet encouragement didst constant s^d; 

Again dependent at thy throne we bend. 
And in an hour, when tribulation storms. 
When troubles wear, their most appiJling forms, 

We prajr that thou wilt vet pur souls defend; 

That while our pathway neath these clouds may tend. 
Thou wilt, O Lord, protect^ support and gpide> 
And for each boun^, which thou mayest provide. 

May grateful incense tcom our hearts ascena! 
May we delight to render praises due. 
And do thou, Lord, conduct us safely throughl 
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HTMN. 



Bright seraph I stay thy golden lyre. 

One Utile moment stay I 
My seeking spirit would enquire. 

To heaven, the shining way I 

The breeze not now doth bear along, 

The music from the sky; 
Hark, now I hear another song : 

The Lord hath lived I reply. 

But why, briffht seraph I tell me why. 

The great Immanuel oame ; 
Why leave his robes of majesty. 

To wear a mortal name? 

Again the heavenly accents c^yse^ 

Again thev have replied ; 
Heanl you the song upon die breeze? 

It told: The Lord bath died 

Haih died I bright seraph, dreary now 

Then doth not heaven appear? 
No I when he laid the conqueror low. 

He re-ascended here I 

Hath lived, hath died, hath rose again I 

But, seraph I my request, 
Enouired the pathway to attain. 

Yon paradise of rest ! 

He speaks, and then wi&draws from view ;- 

No more can t make known; 
To learn that all was done for you, 

Oo to the meicy-throne I 
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THE SOUL'S IMMORTALITY. 

This fair and pleasant world one day^ 
Shrivelled by name will melt away ; 
Its' green clad fields will lose their glow^ 
Its crystal rivers cease to flow. 

Then will the bright resplendent sun. 
Call in its beams, their errand done ; 
Will yield his light to God who gave, 
And sink to some inglorious grave. 

The moon, her borrowed lustre gone, 
Will topple from her silver throne ; 
The sky will wear a funeral pall. 
The stars like blighted berries Ml. 

Thus nature and her works will die. 
Quenched in thy wave, eternity I 
But vain 'gainst man thy. power will strive, 
He shall mid all thy threatenings live. 

The soul which Godhead breathed at first. 
May never mingle with the dust ; 
Eternal years will roll along. 
And find it vigorous, fresh, and young. 

'Tis a proud thought, but seek to know. 
Thine home, while these long ages flow ; 
Death opens to a double road,. 
Downward to hell, or up to God. 

Should thy freed soul attain to heaven, 
The mansion and the crown be given; 
The stream of ages rolling by. 
Will witness still thine ecstasy ; 
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But should thj tortured soul in bell. 
Join the loud shrieks which myriads swell; 
Maddened by tauntings, which are worse. 
Of the insulting fiend Remorse: — 

Tedious indeed the hours will wear, 
Each moment lengthening to a year; 
And through the periods lagging by, 
Thou 'It curse thine immorto£ty I 



THE MESSAGE. 

*' Say 76 to the righteous, that it shall be well vith hiiu."- 
IsAiAHiii. 11. 

Heib of heaven! the God of love, 
Sends a message from above ; 
Bids me tell thee, though the tear. 
Frequent, while you sojourn here, 
Flows when care s dark shades prevail. 
Still to thee it shall be well 

Robed in gloom thy path may be^ 
Boisterous as the In orthem sea ; 
Lonely as a wrecked one thrown. 
Where the sea-bird dwells alone ; 
Cheerless as a hermit^s cell. 
Still to thee it shall be well 

What though jojr hath far removed ; 

What though friends have treacherous proved ; 

One is still a Friend to you. 

Ever faithful, ever true: 

Tis He, the Almighty One, doth tell, 

Still to thee it shaU b^ well 
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O Lord, regard the doubtful strife, 

Be thou to succour nigh,' 
And by my conquering Lord sustained. 

The victory shout may 1 1 



BEFORE DIVINE WORSHIP. 

Wreaths a bright song of rapture high. 
To pierce the world's blue canopy ; i 
To wing its way to the realms above, 
A messenger of prayer and love. 

Let it tell this sacred sabbath mom, . 
From earth's engrossing cares withdrawn ; . 
A little band together meet, 
To worship at the mercy seat 

The anthem rises, now the prayer, . 
They ask thy presence, Jesus! there ; 
To make thine ordinances given, 
A beacon-light discovering heaven. 

In answer to the prayer of fdith, 
I will be there, Jehovah saith ; 
Lord I blissful, lasting, be thy stay I 
We pray for Uiem, for we are they ! 



TIME IS SHORT! 

SiNNEBS, awake I the leaves of time. 
Ere long will cease to turn ; 

Ponder what evwy page reveals, 
And Kfe's chief lesson letum. 
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Where are your fathers? where the firiends, 

With whom your childhood pkyed? 
Once like the summer jQowers uxey bloomed, 

Alas, like flowers to fade I 

Their bodies now, a dreary home 

Repose beneath the sod; 
Their spirits thrill in quenchless flame. 

Or bask before their God, 

Ponder, if death should meet you now 

And death you 'U one day see ! 
Where, exiled by his freezing touchy 

Where will your spirits flee ? 

When pushed upon the dismal waste^ 

An unthought future spreads ; 
Where will ye, from a frowning God, 

Conceal your guilty heads ? 

Ponder I the day of grace is now I 

Within the sullen grave. 
No rare devices will avail, 

Remorseftil souls to save !• 



DEATH I 



When I reach thy shores, dark river 
When 1 plunge beneath the wave; 

Will the cheering voice of Jesus, 
Whispering teU he died to save ? 
And will guide me. 

Through the portals of the grave ! 
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Then banish feari^^iih; apid ore long 
Heaven's charistors aball vox weaiom, 
Befixre Ihe nidiaot i^irqiie sbaU beod^ 
And hail your ever-living, Friendl 
While raptorons will the anthem swell. 
My Lord is true, and all w well I 



"WHERE IS NOW YOUR GODr 



Oncs, Lord, when more than nsnal gloom. 

Arrayed my devious road ; 
When mocking foes deridingly 

Said, Where is now your God? 

Though they could not mv hope destroy, 

I looked and found within. 
So much forgetfolness of thee, 

Such unbdief and sin ; 

That fearful I b^an to dread, 

I ne'er had known the Lord; 
That ne'er my soul had buflt upon 

His promise and his word ; 

That all the warm desires, which once 

Illumed my anxious breast, 
Were never answered, but had died. 

Into a dangerous rest 

Delusive then I thought the stceam. 

Which gave in bygone days. 
Refreshing rills of cheerful joy. 

And then returned in praisa 
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Then almost was mrsonrQwiiig faeart. 

Fit mansion for aespair; 
And hopeless was the stammering Tqice^ 

Which nrged a broken prayer. 

I cried: Thy presence. Lord, vonchsafel 

Oh, when will thou appear I 
The prayer did not arise m yaiii: 

He whispered: I am herel 



^ EPHESIANS VI. 13—18. 

Whbn their trinaiphal anthems, Lord t 

Thine elder chiktren sing^ 
Ascribing thankfhlly the praise, 

To their victorious king I 
I ponder the mysterious words, 

In ChristI In Christ! they cry. 
And when I feebly understand, 

My heart enqmres : Am I ? 

They tell of frequent conflicts fierce. 

With many powerftil foes ; 
Lament the war, yet seem as much 

To dread a louff repose; 
Strange weapons doth their song recount; — 

Lord ! when my foes, rage high. 
Into their wondrous armoury, - 

Admittance gain would 1 1 

I would the shield, tb^ breast^pLate gm^ 

The helmet I would wear; 
And closer should the foemau press, 

Would fight him mth aU-prayer ; 
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STANZAS. 

When will the dawn of gospel day. 
Break on this darkened breast? 

When will the dragon be expelled. 
And Jesus be the guest? 

Rise, Sun of Righteousness I arise. 

With radiance all divine ; 
And on the chaos of my heart, 

A new creation shine I 

Hasten thy chariot wheels, my Lord I 

Drive Satan distant far I 
And crush the monster, sin, beneath 

The j^olling of thy car I 



EVENING. A SONNET. 

Sweet Evening ! how I love th^ silent hour. 

When the tired Sun is gathenng in bis b^ons. 
Before the sky receives her starry dower. 

Or the pale moon in silvery softness gleams; 
Delightful then it is to speed away. 

Far from the crowded city's busy throng, . 
And list thQ free bird's more melocuous lay. 

In rural shades and clustering trees among; 
Then warmed^ inspired by beauties all serene, 

The saint admires each handiwork of God,; 
And then forgetful of the lovely scene, 

In spirit soars almost to his abode; 
Beholds her Father, and in sweet communion. 
Longs for the hour when Death shall seal the union. 
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THE HEARING OF THE EAR. 
** I hare heard of thee» hy the hearing of the ear-^-^JoB zUL 5. 

I HATE heard of the purple stream. 

Which a Saviour's wounds supply^ 
Lord I shine upon me the enlightemng beam« 

And illume my darkened eye ; 
That seeing the fount upon Calvary's mount, 

My soul may purify I 

I have heard of the raiment white, 

Immanuel's righteousness, 
The beautiful robe of the saints in h'ght,. 

Their glorious marriage dress ; 
And I too would wear the vesture &ir. 

And thus their joy possess. 

I have heard of the new name given. 

Which none but the new-bom know. 
The coronet wreathed for the sons of heaven. 

Lord I with it crown my brow 1 
That I may possess, in the wilderness 

An earnest of heaven below. 

I have heard of the Spirit's seal. 

The witnessings witnin, 
Eternal ! let me comfort feel. 

For I have felt my sin ; 
Taught by thee indeed,, have learnt my need. 

Speak, Saviour ! Be thou clean ! 

I have heard I ob» when may I say, 

I have not heard alone ; 
Let the joyful vision cheer to day. 

The suppliant at thy throne ; 
That I may rm)eat, while my heart-strings beat, 

I have heara, and seen, and known I 



164 TJfiNDBILS. 



BEFORE PRAYEB. 

Faith I take the prayer I bend to breathy 
And soar with streiigthened wing. 

Up to the higher sanctuary. 
And give it to the IKing I 

Ask for the incense Calvary yields^ 

To shed a rich perfume ; 
That to the Lord acceptable, 

The broken sounds may come t 

Ask for the Intercessor's aid I 

Ask, argue, wrestle, plead I 
If he consent, 'tis Godhead with 

Himself doth intercede. 

Then will the prayer an answering gain: — 

Now bends my waiting knee^ 
Spirit Jehovah I dictate words 

Which shall approved be. 



•'THEY ARE NOT OF THE WORLD/— 
John xviL 16. 

They are not of the world, let worldlings cry. 

When they speak of the sons of tlie cross, 
They turn fi?om our pleasures ,with passionless eye^ 

ioid count all our nonours as dross; 
Like sojourners, alw:ays they seepi on th^onove. 

Their aspiring are ever abroad^ 
Their lan^ua^ is all about mercy and lov% 

And all their dependance is God. 
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They are not of the world, say the sable crewj 

The spirits who yigilant tempt ; 
In vain Winations we spread to their yiew, 

Thej seem from our bondage exempt; 
They wear a white robe we endeayonr to stain^ 

We multiply traps to ensnare, 
To adhere to their robe, slander labours in yain^ 

And our traps they escape from by prayer. 

They are not of the world, say the shining throng 

Who hover their pathway around, 
T hey are learning to sing the celestial song, 

W hile yet in me wilderness found ; 
The woe, the privation, the conflict^ the gloom. 

Are merciful discipline given. 
To teach them' the world was not meant for their home. 

And meeten their spirits for heaven. 

They are not of the world, says the Lord, the Lamb, 

TTiey are circled within my prayer. 
Distinguished by dress, occupation, and name^ 

They are strangers and pilgrims there ; 
The world is the furnace, wherein I refine, 

The gold that I bought with my blood ; 
The crucible whence every atom shall shhie, 

Besplendently pleasing to God. 

They are not of the world I Te ransomed t sustain 

Distinction so widely expressed! 
Te are not of the world, separation maintain, 

And conduct yourselves, each as a guest ! 
And when from tiie world, on tiie pinions of love, 

Te shall mount to your home in the sky. 
Shout, as ye ascend to your mansions above. 

Our world is in glory on high I 
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THE WISH. 

I WOULD not ask for rich Peru^ 

To send her wealth to me. 
Nor would I crave a tribute firom 

The fer off jewelled sea. 

The crown that decks a monarch's brow, 

I would not seek to wear, 
The sceptre of a continent 

Unenvied he may bear. 

The laurels on a hero's helm. 
Will shade his cheek unsought, 

I would not spill the cup of lire. 
Which hath those hurels bought 

The hoary philosophic head. 

May aU his knowledge tell. 
My foot would on earth's learning tread. 

And would earth's learning seU : — 

Her learning, sceptres, laurels, joys. 
Count up all eairtix could eive. 

And tell me the jmost liberal price, 
A chapman would receive. 

Were ther within the shambles sold. 
And all that price— stay ! stay I 

The purchase sum ten thousand fold. 
My soul would gladly pay. 

To gain one view, a fleeting view, 

Ot Jesus on the tree, 
And hear him say: I died for you, 

And you shall dwell with me. 
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This tlus would melt my sotd in love^ 
Earth! thou wouldst be forgot. 

My every thought would haste above, 
And r should heed thee not 

But ah, in vain, I pray this boon. 

The boon is yet denied, 
Jesus I the wish still seeks thy throne. 

Seeks to be satisfied I 



A SIMILK 

Go to the shores of the deep deep sea. 
When its waters are raging furiously; 
When the fragile ^t by tne boisterous wave. 
Is entombed in whiit seemed its final grave ; 
And see far away while the breeze on high. 
Above shines a cloudless stormless sky. 

Go to the shores of the deep deep sea, 
When its waters are lingenng languidly ; 
When the winds are stil^ and the mariners doze 
In a sultry sunless calm repose ; 
And above as below, reigns a death-like peace, 
A morbid spirit of listlessness. 

Such is the christian mariner's life. 
In the moment of this world's loudest strife; 
He can sometimes lift an enraptured eye. 
To his Lord and his home, in the peaceful sky ; 
And oft when trouble seems furthest away. 
Life yields its most sickly, dangerous day; 
For that which above the storm shone bright,. 
No longer cheers with its radiant light; 
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And a stmbright heaTen, the saint will crave^ 
Though the wind may ruffle life's fleetbg ware ; 
For much will the cluristian mariner dread 
A calm below^ and clouds overhead. 



STANZAS FOR CHRISTMAS. 

Bbikg me the haip, some seraph^ bring I 
Whose tones of old the minstrel king 

Woke with prophetic fire^ 
When loud he san^ in strains sublime, 
A mreater David's oirth in time, 

fiis offspring, and his sire. 

Himself Christ's special lype he shewed 
The history of the Incarnate God, 

In what himself did share ; 
Thus told Christ's anguish, and relief; 
His victory scenes, and scenes of grief; 

His conquest and his care: 

We thank thee. Bard esteemed of heaven. 
The glorious anthems thou hast given. 

Oft lift our souls above ; 
On angel's wings, we mount, we fly. 
Faith pierces tl^ough this lower i^y; 

And drinks redeeming love. 

Then would we sing, as I would now, 
Immanuel's praise; to whom we owe 

Salvation full and free ; 
And louder yet the song should roll. 
If Ood the Spirit to my soul. 

Would witness 'twas for me. 
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THE SECOND OOMINa 

Amd win the Saviour oome to earth, 

And will he leave the skiea 7 
Win God again be visible^ 

To our astonished eyes? 

Eternal SpiritI ere that day. 

That purer day shall dawn. 
When Ohnsf 8 descent on yonder dond, 

Shall gild the opening mom. 

Prepare with influence divine 

My soul to meet her God, 
And joyful view the golden car, 

Rcul down its assure road. 

Let me, in confidence of faith, 

Assiued a fiiend is near. 
Desire the lingering hours to haste, 

When Jesus wilTappear. 



THE BIRTH OF JESUS. 

Benbath the ^ow of the nighdy train. 
The shepherds watched on the verdant plaiii, 

Their flocks, and herds among; 
They had seen, with wonder, and affijght, 
An unknown star appear that n^ht. 
Which dazzled with superior light ; 

Amid the glistening throng. 

They converse held, but none of them 
Knew aught of this bright stranger gem; 
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Which though it beamed afar, 
On Bethlehem^ towers did brightest shine. 
And clothed with radiancy divine. 
Where dwell the laat of Davids line : — 

They called it Bethlehem's star. 

Thus gazing on the spheres above, 
Accents celestial towards them move ; 

The wondering sheph^s hear. 
Bright seraph bands descend and sii^ 
The glories of earth'ft heavenly Ein^, 
At whose command, they joyous faring 

The tidings which they bear. 

Hark, they proclaim, the God of heaven. 
His Son, his best beloved, hath given. 

And Christ the Son consents; 
From yonder heaven, he joyful flies. 
Assumes man's nature, suffers, dies, 
Himself the altar, sacrifice. 

And priest, his blood presents^ 

They tell them, he this night appears, 
Ana quelling dl their trembling fearsy 

They bade the!b haste to pay. 
Glad homage to the Infant-God, 
The stranger star will point the road. 
To lead them to the blest abode. 

Where Godhead dwells in clay. 

The heavenly visitants are gone. 
The shepherds God's Andnted One, 

In Bethlehem behold ; 
And while they beaid, adoring low, 
Chaldsean sages meekly bow. 
And pray permission to bestow. 

Their myrrh, firankincense^ jgokL 
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First fbllowen of the Incarnate Wordi 
We too would bend before the Lord, 

On this his natal day; 
And though our eyes no wonders view, 
We would adore and praise him too. 
And while life's vale we journey through, 

Our thankful tributes pay. 

Frankincense, myrrh, and gold are vain, 
A contrite spirit shall obtain. 

Thus saith the ascended Son ; 
While in this vale of cares we Uve, 
That peace which God alone can give^ 
And entrance into heaven receive. 

When death's last work is done. . 

For this we would approach thee. Lord, 
And thou hast promised in thy word. 

That thou wilt freely give ; 
Saviour I we bend before thy throne. 
Dissolve in us the heart of stone, . 
And make thv pardoning mercy known,. 

Help, Lord I we would believe 1 



ON THE PROMISES IN SCRIPTURE, 

Beautivul stars to cheer the soul. 
When tribulation's billows roll; 
Shedding a rajr of silvery light. 
To gild adversity's dark night 

We will confide m thee, O Lord I 
Dependant on thy gracious word ; 
And when affliction lingers near, 
O God of mercy I then appear. 
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When bleak the blasts of trouble blow, 
When high the waves of sorrow flow ; 
Lord, may we then discern thy form, 
Amid the tnmtdt of the storm I 

Then may we hear thy still small voice. 
Bid all thy banished ones r^oice; 
Each is on earth a sorrowing ^est. 
When shall we enter into rest? 



THE INVOLUNTARY BLESSING. 

Ses where the hireling prq>het stands. 

With dark mah'gnant brow. 
Frowning on Israd's favoured bands, 

Which stud the plains below. 

The witherii^ corse, the, potent spells 

Which Bakk waits to. hear. 
He vainly twists his tongue to tell. 

For IsraePs God is near. 

Who shall describe the rage which stirred. 

Great Zipper's greater son. 
When he profusest blessings heard^ 

On those he wished undone. 

The bribe was large ; uncounted gold, 

The heavier ban to buy; 
But Balaam utters bliss untold. 

Pledged by the Lord Most High I 

*'How goodly, Jacob I are thy tents, 

As ^rdens by the river; 
Salvation's star ariseth thence. 

And thou art blest for ever I" 
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SUBMISSION. 



At this dread hour, Almi^tf Ood! 

When every hope hath died; 
Oh, may the pillar of the doud. 

Be present at our side. 

Be near to mark ihe araointed way, 
Where thou wonldst nave us go; 

What is thy will, this fearful day, 
We pray ihee, Lord, to shew. ; 

Heli^ess we bend before thy dnxme, * 
Lord! hear our ardent cries; 

For help to ihee, to thee aIoa% 
We raise our teairfbl eyes. . 

Or if ihoa hast ordained that now. 
Our bark shall shipwrecked be; 

While Ihe rough waves of isorrow flow. 
Our souls would look to diee. 

Do not desert us, dearest Lordi 

Be tiliou our portion still; 
We trust not now the withering gourd. 

Our refuge is thy will 1 



THE GOSPEL CALL. 

'^Gome unto me «& ye thatUbour sad areWyy-lsdtn, and I 
iirlH giTt yen. vett."-— Matthew xL SS. 

Past days beheld yrang David stand, 

At cave Adullam^s door; 
And spread throughout ihe astonished land, 

A €«I1 uQheard lysfbra. 
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He did not ask the rich, the proud^ 

To join his hamUe train ; 
He sought the discontented crowd. 

The poor, and those in pain. 

So in this glorious gospel day^ 
King David's Lord is seen ; . 

Inviting hungry souls away, ' 
To pastures fresh and green. 

Listen, he calls; Come unto me. 

Ye heavy laden po(»r ; 
1 will your guide, your refuge he. 

Poor sinner I weep no morel 

Briffht mansions stand prepared above. 
And wait you as th^r guest; 

Come, thirs^ sinners, taste hisioYel 
Come^ weary, to his rest I 



JOT IN SORROW! 

Ths&e is a joy to multitudes unknown I 

Tis while the touch of sorrow pales the brow^ 
With head on hand recumbent, and alone, 

To meditate the cause why teardrops flow ? 
Why one perpetual sunslune is not life ? 
Why ever nungled with the shades ^ strife ? 
llien rush upon the musing soul, the view 
Of Eden's grove and Calvuy's summit wbere^ 
"^ Sin that engendered gpeS, and every care, 
A victonr and defeat o'erwhelming knew! 
And then raith mus0s on the Conqueror^a home. 
Within whose blissful borders, ukb^kt to roam, . 
The sorrowing soul aspires to wing its way 1 
Bright hope ! diflTusing joy in sorrow's day I 
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PRAYER. 



God of Israel I at thy feet. 
At thy oft-sought merc^ seat, 
Bends a smner ; hear his pra ver I 
Bless him, Lord of sinners, there I 

His petition, oh, 'tis great, 
He IS all disconsolate; 
Strong deliverance he reauires. 
Large and numerous his desires. 

An^ry foes are near him found. 
He is all encompassed round ; 
Sin and cares on every hand. 
Lord I he treads enchanted land. 

Once he thought he gained a view. 
Of the heaven he 'd jotuney too ; 
Once he thought a smile oi love, 
Promised him a throne above. 

And so oft when trouble came, 
Lord I thou didst deliver him ; 
When the tear of anguish feU, 
Thou didst words of comfort tell ; 

That he deemed he was* the Lord's, 
Drawn by love's prevdiing cords ; 
Deemed the Lord was his to bless. 
His sufficient righteousness. 

But perplexing cares and siii. 
Still so frequent intervene; 
That constrained he comes to know, 
K he be thy child or no. 
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Gbd of Israel, answer giye^ 
Sid the enquiring sinner lire; 
I would urge, Lord, hear his cry I 
For that sinner, Lord, am I ! 



THE HAPPY LAND. 

They tell me of a radiant land. 

Beyond the sunny sky. 
Where all whom Christ hath justified, 

When disembodied fly ; 
To dwell while countless ages pass. 

In robes immortal drest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And &e weary are at rest ! 

Bright realm I with aspirations high. 

My soul doth stretch her wing ; 
And longs to be a citizen. 

Beneath thy righteous King; 
I long to leave tms ynldemess, 

And be a welcome guest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary, are at rest ! 

Death I onward roll thy parting stream. 

For I would launch away ; 
And bury in thy border ware, 

The troubles of life's day ; 
I would recline my achmg heibd. 

And calm my tnrobbin^ breaist, 
Where the wicked ceasa from troubling, 

And the weary are at restl 
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THE CROWN OF RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

** Henoeforth there ii laid up fbr me » crovn of righteoofneM." 

Could I be sore yon treasury holds 

A crown to deck my brow ; 
Methinks I scarce should waste a thoufffat. 

On what may teaze me now. 

Come, world, with all Ay wayes of care, 

And roll my comforts far ; 
This hope would shine aboye the stream, 

Like some superior star. 

For this the frequent prayer ascends, 

Lord I bid the answering come I 
When may I gaze on yonder blue. 

And say it shrouds my home I 



PETITION. 

MuOH doth my soul desire to learn. 

The christian's narrow road; 
From earth's yain pleasures I would turn, 

Athirst to find my God. 

Now, Lord, before thy throne I bend. 
Wilt thou regard my prayer; 

To listen vrilt thou condescend. 
And meet thy suppliant there. 

A contrite heart is all I bring, 

Thy mercy all my plea; ^ 
Lord I many of thy mercy sing^ 

Wilt thou relbse it me! 
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Hast thou not said, each thirsty soul. 
Shall have his thirst allayed ; 

The wounded spirit shall be whole, 
The sick be healthftd made. 

Lord ! mnch I thirst, and I can find. 
No fount on earth to cheer; 

Nor is there for my wounded mind, 
A balm to heal me here. 

Then do thou. Lord, salvation give. 

Do thou afford relief I 
My fainting spirit would believe. 

Help, Lord, my unbelief! 



THE MULBERRY TREES. 

1 Chiiokiclss xiT. li. 

Hast thou some undertaking high. 
On which depends thy destiny ; • 
And wouldst thou that it prosperous end. 
Before the throne of Jesus bend ; 
Begin not till prevail thy prayer. 
Until to bless the Lord be there ; 
Until he speak in the summer breeze. 
Which rustles amicT the mulberry trees. 

Hast thou waited long? wi^t patient still. 

Thy help must come from Zipn's hill; 

The snares that lie across thy road. 

Are visible alone to God ; 

Then tarry till the Lord shall say, 

Now 18 the hour, the appointed day ; 

Impatience doth your Qod displease. 

And stays the wmd from the molbmy trees. 
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But dost thou now be^ to fear, 
God will not thy petition hear; 
That throned in power above the aky, 
He scorns t^e sinner's loadest cry ; 
And praised in songs that seraphs raise. 
Regardless hears your highest praise; 
'Tis well; the humble omy sees, 
The moving of the mulberry trees. 

When fiEuls the hope you cherished most. 
When all your chosen times are lost; - 
When hopeless yet again you tr\. 
To breathe one last long Imgering cry ; 
That Jesus will not quite forsake, 
But guide you for his mercy's sake I 
Then, then look up and you shall see. 
The branches wave on the mulberry tree I 



THE LORD'S SUMMONS. 

" Behold I Btaad at the-do<»r and knock*"— KBYBLAnoii iii. 2a 

Within the chambers of the heart, 

A sudd^ noise resounds; 
Nay, sinner, do not fearful start. 

For these are blissftd sounds. 

Tis Jesus asks admission there ; 

Invite the stranger through ; 
And urge him in tne voice of prayer. 

To dwell awhile with you. 

TelL him, though pleasure has so long 

Allured your thoughts astray; 
You're weary of her syren song. 

Which charms but to betray. 
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Tell him, ambition's meteor flame, 
You would no more pursue ; 

That friendship is an empty name, 
And such hath proyea to yon. 

That now the sordid wish for gold. 
To higher hopes gives place ; 

That now his smile you would behold. 
Now realize his grace. 

But, sinner, can you say all this, 

And with a heart sincere ? 
Rqoice, thou art an heir of bliss. 

And Christ will sojourn here. 



ON THE LORD'S SUPPEIL 

Comb, all who have received the grace, 
The grace on Calvary bought ; 

Come, taste the emblems of your Lord, 
Aud thmk the fight he fought 

By fidth behold the Lord of heaven. 

In all his power arrayed ; 
By fidth behold him leave die sky. 

And in a manger laid. 

Follow throughout his suffermg life, 

Each sad privation view ; 
Then, can ye stay the gushing tear? 

Think aU was done fer yoiu 

For ^ou he tasted Marah's stream ; 

His Father's frown sustained; 
And your^s are all the benefiti^ 

Messiah's victory gained. 
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Now ceased the battle strife, for 70a 

An Adrocate he stands; 
And shews, safe inteEcession this. 

His bleeding feet and hands. 

Perfomed by this, yonr worthless prayers. 

On ready pinions rise, 
To a propitions Father^s throne^ 

Who all yotir need supplies. 

This is the Lord, whose life, whose death. 

To celebrate we meet; 
While all earth's blighted, boasted joys, 

We tread beneath onr feet 

Onr hearts, our hopjes, our all we bring. 

Lord! help us this to do; 
Acknowledeinjg before the world. 

That we bdbng to you. 



THE LAMENT OF THE CAPTIVE JEWS. 

PSALX CXZZTii 

We weep, while we wander on Euphrates' strand. 
For lamentbff we think of our father's bright land ; 

Oh when snail we dwell there again? 
Tall Lebanon's cedars uncared for are growing. 
The waters of Jordan in solitude flowing. 
The roses in Sharon unnoticed are blowing, 

And our Tineyards neglected remain. 

Our harps, long ago to the willows we gave. 
They hang on uie brancL which bends over the wave. 
And silently shall they repose, 
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in vain do thej ask who united in bringing^ 
That all former joys to forgetfiilness fli^ingi 
We tonch the light harp, mingling mosic, and 
sinmng: — 
Bat what snaU we sing to our foes? 

The anthems we wreathe to the praise of our God, 
At a stranger's command ! in a foreign abode I 

Shall never resound from our tongues ! 
The hosannas which rise from Morialrs green mountain. 
The Psalms great Jehovah's achievements recounting. 
The hymns of our maidens, round Bethlehen^s 
fountain : — 

Our enemies hear not these songs ! 

The anthems of Salem are Salem's alone. 
The music of sighs, and the voice of a groan. 

Are all that proud Babel shall hear ; 
The sigh at the fond recollection of Zion, 
The groan of the captive to waken the Lion, 
His Judah to cast a compassionate eye on. 

And save from this wilderness drear. 

Jerusalem ! richest and loveliest gem. 

Of the cities which stud the wide earth's diadem ^ 

May our right hands forget their employ. 
If we do not remember where'er we may wander 
And musiog with ardent solicitude ponder. 
On the homes and the tombs of our forefathers yonder. 

In Canaan, our heart's dearest joy. 

Lord 1 when will the day of thy vengeance appear ? 
When will thou repay to the sons of Ohddtea, 

The bondage thy children endure ? 
When will thou, thy languishing heritage cheering. 
Indignant in chariots of anger careerkig. 
Come, judpng our foes who deny thy appearing. 

And Babel's destruction ensure? 
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Then, daughter of Babylon I blest shall he be, 
Who reven^ the wrongs we have su£Pered on thee. 

And banishes mercj uar I 
We see, in the pages of prophec j reading, 
For the sins of their parents, thy children are bleeding, 
'Mong the rains of Babel, the leopards are feeding, 

On the unbaried slain of the war. 



THE GOODNESS OF THE LORD. 

Wbittbn ajtbs hbabxko ICk. W. 

" Oh how great Ib thy ffoodness, which thou hast laid up for 
them that fear thee ; * which thou hast wrought for them that 
trust in thee, before the sons of men.*' — Pbalx xxxi 19. 

Lord I when I hear thy honoured servant tell. 
How great th j goodness, and unspeakable ; 
All treasured up for those that fear thj name. 
And wrought in their behalf who trust the Lamb; 
My bosom burns^ impelled with warm desire, 
while ardent love to thee, my prayers inspire; 
The boon I craye with bended neart and knee. 
Oh, let me feel this goodness is for me I 

I have belieyed that thou, in earth-bom cares, 
Pidst hear thy trembling suppliant's feeble prayers; 
And as each wonderful protection came. 
Ascribed the great deliyerance to thy name ; 
Oloried in thee, pay shield, in danger's hour. 
My rock, my fortress, firom oppressions power ; 
Fearless in peril, confident in thee, 
I then have hoped this goodness was for mew 
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Then on an an^on3 pinion soars 
The prayer^ Lord I shew thy fiwe ! 

The G<xl unknown my soul adores, 
I would revealed embrace. 



some experienced pilgrim say, 
)r lon^ I 've lingered so, 
I beheve I'm in the way? 



Will some ex 

For: ^ 
May I belTeve I'm in the way? 

Oh| do not answer, No I 

If e'er he trod this weary road, 
He'll stoop to counsel me; 

Like the old Greeks, I thirst for God: 
Sirs I I would Jesus see I 



JUSTIFICATION. 

Methought by faith I gained a view. 

Of yon empyrean field ; 
When seated on the eternal hills. 

The God a council held. 

'Twas long ere time began its course. 
Yet present there was Time; 

He spread his scroll before the God, 
And there was Eden's crime. 

I blushed, and dolorous tears ran down, 

I wept my kin's disgrace ; 
Till jonul shouts surprised my ear. 

And wonder filled the place. 

A voice had left the middle throne. 
An answering had been heard ; 

And seraphs praised the Counsellor, 
To man, the Incarnate Word. 
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'Twa3 long ere I could read the bliss. 
Or trembling know the scheme ; 

The Son had pledged to justify. 
His death was to redeem. 

Spirit ! 'twas sweet this blissful view. 

But jet on bended knee ; 
I ask again that faith may soar. 

To learn he died for me. 



AN IMPORTANT QUESTION. 

When Gabriel sounds the day of doom. 
When thunders tell of judgment come; 
Shall I condemned at Christ's left band. 
Or blissful at the other stand? 

When hell's abyss the lost behold, 

When heaven's bright gates are wide unrolled ; 

Will hell my fainting soul receive. 

Or heaven a shining mansion give ? 

When Jesus counts each sjparkling gem. 
Which forms salvation's diadem ; 
Shall I enraptured mingle there. 
My worthless name will Jesus bear ? 

Or will the exulting foe rejoice. 
And taunting tell, his fiendish voice 
Helped to allure my soul from heaven, 
And clutch the prey which sin had given? 

Extremes how dreadful I but between, 
No intermediate state is seen ; 
Heaven, rapture, joy, the soul will share. 
Or hell, and horror, and despair I 
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THE DYING BELIEVER. 

Approach for me the mercy throne. 

And ask a prospect clear ; 
For I can only breathe a groan. 

Can only drop a tear ; 
Softly 1 softly 1 
Softly speak, for God is here I 

Pray that hope may strengthened be. 

That confidence may cheer; 
That Satan may be made to flee, 

That doubts may disappear ; 
Softly! softly 1 
Softly speak, for God is here I 

Pray that I may fearless view, 

The swelling tide draw near ; 
May speed the sable current through. 

Triumphant over fear 1 
Softly! softly! 
Softly speak, for God is here ! 

But now let glad hosannas raise, 
Though death may frown severe ; 

For now I see the opening skies. 
And my bright liome appear; 
Tis beautiful! 

How beautiful the prospect here I 

I see my own gold mansion now. 

And coming seraphs bear ; 
The coronet to deck my brow. 

The raiment white to wear; 

Tis beautiful I 

How beautiful the prospect here I 
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The throne ! the glory throne ! I see, 

Immanuel I thou art there I 
Sweet Saviour I art thou beckoning me ? 

I come the bliss to share ! 
'Tis beautiful I 
How beautiful the prospect here I 



HELP BY THE WAY. 

Oppressed with gratitude I bend, 

Jehovah ! at thy throne ; 
Children of grief, the while attend 

1 make his mercy known. 

Gloomed by the shades of dark despair, 
With tempests beating round ; 

I trod the wilderness of care, 
And sorrow's blighted ground. 

Full many a snare beset my road. 

Around were many a foe ; 
And on my desolate abode, 

Hope's beam refused to glftw. 

Frequent distilled the painful tear, 
But tears no comfort gave ; 

They found an unremembered bier. 
On tribulation's wave. 

At last a mildly whispering voice. 

Spake of a mercy seat; 
And urged me there, in search cIjoja, 

To turn my wandering feet 
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Kindly it poiDted out the road ; 

I poured my tale of grief; 
Twas to a sympathizing God, 

And I have round rdief. 

Not from the world's dark cares alone. 

For I can breathe a trust. 
My soul in heaven will reach her throne. 

When dust returns to dust 



LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS. 

Christian! doth some heavy care, 
Weightier than all cares gone by. 

Prompt the language of de^paur. 
Cause the frequent painful sigh ? 

Go to yonder sky and gaze. 

When the lowering storm is done; 

Gro and mark the pleasant ravs. 
Of the now returning sun ! 

All the landscape sparkles bright. 

But yon murky doud we see. 
Seems to share a lovelier light. 

Decked superior seems to be. 

Thus when Jesus shall return, 
Troubled christian I most on thee. 

Who doth now dark trials mourn. 
Will his kindest influence be. 
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DIVES AND LAZARUS. 



I BSE him, 'tis with fancy's eye. 

Beneath a marble dome; 
Clothed in a robe ofparple djre, 

From the famed Tyiian loom ; 
A feast is spread; the rosy wine, 

And viands rich are there; 
While myrrh and frankincense combinej 

To scent the perfumed air. 

I see, 'tis at his pillared gate, 

A beg^ old and grey; 
The menials in their powdered state. 

Think him inferior clay; 
He craves the crujnbs these menials scorn, 

And while he trembling stays. 
Dogs lin^r roond the man forlorn. 

And yield their sympathies. 

The scene is changed; — a gorgeous train 

Of sable jplumes pass by ; 
Wealth stnves to banish death in vain : 

The rich, alas, must die ! 
Again a death-scene, — all alone 

The be^ar yields his breath ; 
None buila him a sepulchral stone! 

None mourn the poor man's death ! 

The scene again is changed, — mine eye 

Reads their eternal doom ; 
Pierces the gates of destiny. 

And sees their final home ; 
A lake of fire, sounds of despair. 

And shrieks of tortured souls ; 
And Dives gnashing wailing there. 

On the red billow rolls. 
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Hark, *^ Father Abraham, send one drop. 

One crystal drop T he cries ; 
" These names, they have my tongue parched up 

With dreadful agonies I 
And send, oh send, let Lazarus go,— - 

Five brothers yet remain I 
Did they my doom of horrors know. 

They would escape the pain." 

In vain he asks; deep gulphs too wide. 

For mercy's foot to pass, 
The graceless rich man now divide. 

From white-robed Lazarus 1 
Nor will the schemes he may devise. 

Be tried to snatch from woe ; 
They who the words of grace despise. 

The flames of wrath shall know. 



CHANGES AND WAR. 

When from the shores of earlier days, 
I launched upon life's glittering sea ; 

I sought no knowledge of God's ways. 
Nor asked his aid to shelter me. 

Then buoyant on unbroken hope, 
Adown the stream awhile I stewed ; 

But ah I it failed to bear me up. 
When the dark thunder cloud appeared I 

Though dauntless long I stemmed the wave. 
The wave which threatened to o'erwhelm ; 

Ghreat Pilot I 'twas thy power didst save I 
Unseen director of tlie helm I 
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Now riding on a calmer sea. 

Though rude winds shake the surface yet ; 
Let me aloft th j power survey, 

Nor thy delivering grace forget 

That ^ce which came unasked, unsought, 
Which saw me staggering in the strite; 

That ffrace which wiSi the tempest fought. 
And lifted me again to life. 

That £|race which in the stormy hour, 

Whispered a word, remembered still ; 
Implanting hope of mightier power, 

Bright visitant from Zion^s hilL 

Which bade me while my years were few, 

Set my desires on things above; 
Unfolding to my mind a view, 

Of su^ring, bleeding, dying love* 

Which uttered ail the solemn tale, 

That renders Calvary's hill renowned : — 

^Twas in humiliation's vale, 

My proud knees sought their native ground, 

TPwas when stern trouble blanched my cheek, 

I learnt the attitude of prayer ; 
Aaron, my brother, well can speak. 

And surely he was with me there. 

I prayed : — Deliver not alone, 
Trom earth-born sorrows raging high ; 

Change this obdurate heart of stone. 
And let me, Abba Father I cry. 

Thus frequent at the mercy seat. 

With my petition still I come ; 
A suppliant at my Saviour's feet^ 

To guide and guard to heaven my home. 
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Oh, the brief years which lead our days, 
To manhood from the time of youth ; 

Fancy may clothe in ecstacies: 

What are they in the glass of truth ? 

A bridge of si^hsl hopes withered^ crushed, 
^ Affections dislocated, gone I 
The youth with large ambition flushed! 
The man dispirited, forlorn I 

Tis thus, but do not yet despair. 
For when the charm is broken now ; 

Religion points to prospects fair. 
To brighter laurels tor our brow ; 

Happy the man whose early hours. 
Are sprinkled from the cup of woe; 

If sorrow lead him to the bowers. 
Where never-fading flowerets grow. 



THE THORN. 

I PBAYED 8 boon from Jacob's God, 

In manhood's early dawn, 
That I might know he cared for me. 

And lo, he gave a thorn ! 

While gazing on the briary gift. 
And thrillmg 'neath its smart; 

Methought, this God will ne'er obtain. 
The homage of my heart 

Ui^nerous views the tempter sketched. 
And when the pain was high ; 

Methought 'twas as the tempter said. 
He loved to hear me sigL 
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I wept, fhll many a briny tear^ 
Rolled a down a pallid cheek ; 

I prayed, and then m accents mild, 
Methought I heard one speak : — 

To those whom God hath loved, rebuke 

And chastisement are given ; 
AfBiction is a frequent path. 

To lead a soul to heaven. 

Again I viewed the briary gift. 

Which erst was crowned with woes; 

But now it seemed a fragrant branch. 
And now sustained a rose. 

Hence, when dark sorrows tease me here, 
(The thorn which God hath given)^ 

I smile anticipating when. 
The flower shall bloom in heaven. 



THE SMITTEN ROCK. 

When Godhead, ere creation's day. 
Read the world's pace of history : 
He saw his earliest law pro&ned. 
And Eden lost as soon as gained. 

Then iustice told of vengeance due. 
But blushed when mercy came in view ; 
'Twas then when love her children chose. 
The Rock of our salvation rose. 

In tj^e the sons of Israel saw, 
Ghnst satisfy a broken law ; 
But after days have seen him bleed. 
And satisfy the law indeed. 
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Dark Golgotha can best declare, 
Our refuge Rock was smitten there; 
The purifying purple tide, 
Comes from a Saviour's wounded side* 

Sinner I hast thou obtained a view. 
And known that Jesus died for you ? 
For you doth flow the saving stream. 
If thou canst all confide in him I 



MARRIAGE. 

When fresh from God's great wotid^r-workmg hand. 

Our earliest parent in his Eden roved ; 
He gazed deh'ghted o'er the beauteous Jand, 

And praised and worshipped, and admired and loved; 
But still, though rapture glowed withip his breast, 

'Twas rapture not unmingled with alloy : 
God saw the want, and brought earth's loveliest guest. 

The smiling angel of conjugal joy. 

When the sly tempter, envious ci their state, 

Lured our first mother, guileless of the foe; 
When the fopd husband undeceived would eat. 

Determined to partake the threaleaed woe; 
When sin its universal influence shed^ 

Withering the flowers of every earthly grove. 
When all the joys forsook, she kindly stayed, 

The heaven-bom chemb of conjugal love. 

Hail, purest sunshine of the human breast, 
Sweet visitant, which still untired remains. 

Oft an insulted, oft a slighted guest. 

Bringing thy chalice to relieve our pains; 
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Still beautiful as when his .blooming fair, 
Abel acknowledged in the face of heaven. 

While his tall father, priest and patriaroh there. 
Prayed that conjugal blessings might be giveo. 

Still beautiful as when the incarnate Lord^ 

At Cana's towers, in Salem's holy land. 
With his first miracle-performing word. 

Honoured the feast which crowned the nuptial bands 
Still beautiful when faith its mystery reads, 

Developing the Church's marriage-tie; 
She looks to Christ for all her earthly needs, 

And she shall reign with him eternally. 

Invited, lady, I presume to obtrude, 

Congratulations this important hour; 
May every earthly, every heavenljf g<x>d, 

Sootlie and distinguish your domestic -boiniier ; 
Inheritors together may ye aoain. 

All the rich blessings whi(£ God's grace itaparts;^ 
And fellow-travellers in a world of pain. 

Find constant comfort spring from kindred hearts! 



AN EVENING HYMN. 

God of sunshine, and the "hours. 
When the silvery moon is high; 

Hear us from earth's twilight bowers. 
Hear thy children's evening cry I 

Lord ! we prayed when rooming rose^ 
Bless us ! and the blessing came; 

Now \\ hen eve's mild circlet glows, 
We would supplicate the same. 
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Spread the shelter of thy wings^ 

Covert to our still abode; 
'Tis thy children, King of kings. 

Asking of their Abbsi God I 

Balmy slumber to our eyes, 
Heayenlv visions of delight; 

Scenes of dawninj^ ebstacies. 
Send to cheer uie tedious nights 

Every hostile footstep stay. 

Bar the storm, the flame, the flood ; 
Hear us, 'tis thy children prav. 

And be our protecting btoa I 

Then again when sunbeams wake. 
Grateful songs again shall rise ; 

Hear us for the Saviour's sake. 
And accept our sacrifice I 



AFFECTIONS HEAVENWARD. 

** Set your aifisetions on things abore !**— CoLOMiA^t lii. 2. 

Nob our heart nor our home is below. 

But once alas both wandered here ; 
Till adversity made us unwillingly know. 

That earth is the dwelling of care. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below, 

Like the dove we looked roimd for our rest ; 

We beheld it, and straightway were earnest to go,- 
To the ark that alone affords rest 
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Nor our heart nor our home is below. 
And since our desires have been given. 

Over mountain and vale, like a swift-footed roe. 
We would haste to our homie in yon heaven. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below. 
Death I wlien will thy current roll near, 

We would leap in the gush of its boisterous flow, 
All assured that a Saviour is near. 

Nor our heart nor our home is below, 
'Tis beyond the last shore of that stream ; 

Uprising therefrom we shall bask in its glow. 
And m pleasure's perpetual beam. 



"I WILL COME AND HEAL HIM.''- 
MAxr. xi. 7. 

When our kind Saviour dwelt below. 

He gave a listening ear, 
And ere the tale of woe was done. 

He sent deliverance near. 

The lame, the palsied, and the blind. 

If faith was m their prayer. 
No sooner sought his helpmg hand. 

Than iJbey his help diet share. 

This the centurion found who came, 

His servant's life to crave. 
Lord I speak I the word will be enough ! 

And Jesus spoke to save. 

And though no more a dweller hel:e, 

Immanuel still regards ; 
Jesus the ^ood physician ne'er 

A suffering soul discards. 
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Go pale one, writhing 'neatb the smart, 

Of sin discovered now, 
Nought but the balm that Gilead yields. 

Can soothe thy troubled brow. 

Go to the throne, the mercy throne. 

The Saviour hears thee there, 
Tell all thy grief; tell all thy need ; 

Twill not be wasted prayer. 

The answering may appear delayed, 

Tis given though yet unseen. 
Soon it will burst the nurturing sod, 

A flower mid living green. 

Then, what though trouble led the van. 

And constant grief was by, 
Gone are the clouds to some far home. 

And left a sunshine sky. 

Twas thus I found it ; when I pmyed ; 

Tliey told me Christ would hear; 
Metliought that I should scarcely know 

The way to shed a tear. 

Wondering, I found my cares increase, 

I said, he hears not me; 
Since then I've found cares san^t^ed, 

Tlie kindest answer be. 

These wean the soul from sordid joys, 

And fix her hopes on high« 
How dear, when earth is wrapped in gloom. 

The far off cloudless sky I 
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Therefore I wait, more patient now. 

At Jesus' foot-stool still ; 
Lord I let me hear thy garments move, 

Say : I will come and heal 1 



RETROSPECTION. 

** Thej shall rehearse his righteous acti.''-*JuDOBS r. 11. 

Bei^eath the lofty palm-tree's shade. 

Beside the springing well, 
The place for safe refreshment made, 

Let Zion's children tell : — 
Let them rehearse in songs of praise, 

The wondrous acts of God, 
And all his righteous worlds and ways^ 

Exulting sound abroad. 

Sing how he came arrayed in power, 

lorth from his ancient throne, 
Where from an unbeginning hour. 

He dwelt unseen, unknown ; 
He came, he spoke, dark chaos heard, 

And felt her reign was done. 
Life, light, and love obeyed the word, 

And time's first day begun. 

Sing how he saw the tempter's prakib, 

AH boastful in success. 
And how he drew the veil aside. 

Of pre-determined grace ; 
Then Satan found his deep laid plai^ 

Was over-ruled for good. 
And God vouchsafe to ransom man. 

By covenant sealed with blood. 
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Sing how he saw the peopled world. 

Increase in desperate guilt. 
How in the wave its hilb he hurled. 

And then again rebuilt ; 
Safe on its watery brow he steered. 

His church within the ark, 
A living Goshen brightlj cheered. 

When all in death was dark. 

Sing how he led his rescued bands 
From Mizraim's wailing coasts, 

Through severed seas, and scorching sands, 

, And Moab's furious hosts I 

Sing how his promise he AilfiUed, 
m Canaan's laud of rest, 

The throne of David, there to build. 
And make his people blest 

Sing how he came, the Great Supreme, 

d human form arrayed, , 

And publishing salvation's scheme. 

Was numbered with the dead ; 
Sing how he rose, the grave in vain. 

Would bind the ascending Lord, 
Death, hell, and sin were in his train. 

The trophies of his sword. 

Sing how he rules the wide world round, 

Lifb and deposes kings. 
Earth's mightiest men and states are found. 

With him but trivial things ; 
All are but instruments to build 

His church — his chosen bride. 
And when this purpose is fulfilled. 

All will be cast aside. 
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Sing how in Zion still he reigns^ 

A.nd with observant care. 
Weighs all her pleasures and her pains^ 

To each the appointed share ; 
And soon — the conflict all gone by. 

The latest member come, 
He will present theni in the sky, , 

Their everlasting home. 

Sing louder 1 — Ah, my harp in vain. 

Its best endeavour tries, 
I cannot grasp the lofty strain. 

Of heavenly harmonies ; 
But should I reach the courts above, 

A humble minstrel there. 
His righteous acts, his wondrous love. 

None louder shall declare. 



''THEN, LOOK UP!"— Luke xxi. 28. 

Brethren, hear the preacher's word. 

In the trouble, in the strife ; 
Let the mandate of our Lord, 

Gild with hope, the clouds of life I 
Worldlings may in deep dismay. 

Strangers to the christian's hope. 
Sink in trouble's gloomy day. 

Saints in sorrow should look up I 

Is the Zion of our God, 

By besiegers compassed round. 
Thirsting for her children's blood. 

Do conspirators abound;^ 
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Gird the armour Jesus gives I 
Fight and pray, but never yield ! 

Foes may vaunt, but Jesus lives. 
Conqueror in the battle field. 

Hath the citadel within. 

Traitors wearing Zion's dress, 
Holding doctrines fraught with sin» 

Hostile to Christ's righteousness ? 
Shun their fawning, scorn their frown, 

Faithful to the Saviour's cross. 
Panting for your heavenly crown. 

Counting earthly things as dross I 

Magistrates, ordained of God, 

If they slight or hurt his cause. 
Let obedience to their word, 

Be subservient to his laws! 
Fearless serve and dauntless own, 

Jesus, Zion's only King, 
Jesus, Zion's Priest alone. 

And her only oflfering ! 

Jesus I from thy glorious throne. 

See thy people looking up, 
Help must come from thee alone. 

Thou art all thy people's hope ; 
While in faith we waiting gaze. 

Saviour I look in mercy now. 
Then shall rise thy people's praise, 

And thaakgivings crown thy brow. 



MORNING. 

Welcome morning's earliest ray, 
O'er a dark world gleaming, 
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Herald of the opening day. 
Of a brighter beaming. 

Thoa dost joy and gladness shed. 

Over vale and ocean. 
Bidding all who've slumbered, 

Pay to God, devotion. 

From his moss-couch see the bird. 
To the blue cloud soaring. 

Now the matin song is heard, 
He is grateful pouring. 

Like the skybird, I would raise 
Anthems of thanksgiving, 

Earth's Creator I would pi:aise, 
Holyl EverlivingI 

Praise him for his arm is nigh. 
Still my pathway keeping; 

Praise for his paternal eye, 
Watched my hour of sleeping f 



ALTERED FEELINGS. 

No more, Lord, no more would my soul urge the prayer. 
That affliction may far from my pathway remove, 

For now I have iearnt tribulation ahd care. 
Is the lot of the people whom Jesus doth love. 

No more. Lord, no more shall prosperity bright, 
Be ardently sought for, my stores to encrease, 

Her day too oft ends in a dangerous night. 

And her smile is too frequently bartered for peac«. 
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No more, Lord, no more shall ambition's tall spires^ 
Delude me with visions of rapture below ; 

Now 'bove the blue cloud fly my prouder desires. 
To a crown and a mansion eternal they go. 

No more. Lord, no more would I envy the throng, 
The worldly, who bask in their sunshine of joy ; 

My voice cannot join in their bacchanal song. 
Nor be gratified with their unholy employ. 

Wliile these drain the cup that wild pleasure affords. 
And others ti>il hard up thy pinnacle, fame ; 

While statesmen astonish the world with their words. 
And conquering warriors the laurel wreath claim; 

Grive me, distant far from the pageantries there. 
Where the world's noise and oustle do never intrude ; 

With a breast undisturbed by earth's cankering care. 
To find the bright pathway that leads to my God. 

Give me 'neath green bowers where the nightingales 
sing. 

In alcoves the verdure of nature supplies ; 
To learn the sweet anthem to Jesus my King, 

Which louder ere long I shall sing in the skies. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. G. C. 

King of the cold and clammy brow ! 

Thou mayest thy fatal dart prepare, 
A ransomed one thou com'st to now. 

And wilt but little glory share ; 
See, standing on the sable flood, , 

He marks thy approach to set him firee, 
I trust, he shouts, Christ's precious blood, 

My shield is red with victory I 
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I would not die the death of those. 

Who never tasted sovereign grace. 
My breast with holy fervour glows, 

I would God's many mercies trace ; 
I would a testimony leave, 

I long to tell God's love to me, 
1 have no fear to cross the wave. 

My shield is bright with victory ! 

I am no common sinner. Lord I 

The Bible which a mother gave, 
I once disdained, but now thy word. 

Illumes my passage through the grave ; 
Thou mad'st my obdurate bosom yield. 

Or I had never thought of thee. 
My Captain's triumphs gild my shield, 

Emblazoning it with victory ! 

Like Hezekiah, I would fain, 

The period of my days extend. 
Much snould I love to preach a^ain. 

The glories of the sinner's Friend ; 
But all IS well, for every soul, 

Secured bv covenant and decree. 
Shall find when death's dark billows roll, 

Their shield like mine is victory I 



A PSALM FOR THE DAY. 

WBXTTBN DUBINO TBB YISITATIOV OF TBI OHOLBIA. 

Almighty ! tliy children, whose daring transgression, 
Hath wakened and thrice hath commissioned the rod. 

We approach thee with language of humble confession. 
And supplicate mercy, most merciful God! 
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When famine across the pale world was progressing, 
Wide scattering the mildew and blight in her path, 

Thou spakest; wc know 'twas our Father's suppressing. 
Compassionate still in the day of the wrath. 

When anarchy in her war chariot careering, 

Rushed mad through the nations in havoc and blood. 

When trembling we watched her expected appearing, 
Britannia was shielded — ^protected by God» 

Now pestilence in our own borders abiding, 
Breathes death all around us in terrible form. 

We know, we acknowledge the voice of thy chiding. 
We know our transgressions have kindled the storm. 

O Lord ! we confess, we confess it repenting, 

The famine, the war-cry each threatened in vain. 

And well we deserve it if now unrelenting. 

Thou shoulst scorn our petitions, and mock at our 
pain. 

But look on our Shield I behold thine Anointed I 
We shelter ourselves in the cleft of that Rock ! 

Let to-day be thy mercy's set moment appointed. 
And smile once again on the sheep of thy flock I 

A voice from thine Ephraims, our Father addressing. 
All conscious of woe, and of weakness, and want ; 

Oh, turn us, and we shall be turned ; and the blessing 
To his Ephraims repentant, Jehovah will grant 1 

Almighty I shake over our souls and our nation. 
The leaves of the Tree that is given to heal, 

Pestow on thine Ephraims a double salvation. 
The pestilence banish, and Jesus reveal I 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN AGED DISCIPLE. 

Oh let not the gloom and the sorrow, 

O'ershadow the spirit too lonij, 
Let the grave, bright habiliments borrow 

And bereavement endeavour a song; 
Our pathway is with tribulation, 

'Tis the legac}' left us in love, 
' Tis our Saviour's ordained preparation, 

Jj'or the calm and the sunshine above. 

While we stand at the grave of our Brother, 

Whose loss we unite to deplore. 
We need not our sympathies smother, 

Christ wept o'er a brother before ; • 
But let us gaze through its dark portal. 

Let faith all obstructions remove. 
And then we shall view him immortal. 

In the calm and the sunshine above. 

He shared in the strife and privation. 

He drank of the chalice of woe. 
He resisted the snare and temptation. 

While dwelling in Mesech below ; 
Now reached the bright home of his glory. 

No more sin or sickness to prove ; 
He unites in redemption's glad story. 

In the calm and the sunshine above. 

Almighty ! our pathway pursuing, 

We still in the wilderness dwell ; 
Lord! wilderness mercies renewing^ 

Guide, guard and renew us as well ; 
Let faith, hope, and patience progressing, 

Lead on to itxe fountain of love ; 
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Where bliss everlasting possessing. 
We shall bask in the sunshine above. 



ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

Blest babe, removed no more to roam, 
On angel's wing to yonder home ; 
Join the loud anthem praise to God, 
And thank him for a Saviour's blood. 

A tear was in thy mother's eye. 
Thy father's bosom heaved a si^h ; 
Twas hard to nart as soon as given. 
To yield thee tuiough it were to heaven. 

Nature would strive, but thou art gone. 
Thy life-day ceased at earliest morn; 
To burst again with brighter ray. 
And shine throughout eternity. 

Methinks if I could hear thy voice, 
*T would whispering bid thy sire rejoice ; 
T would tell thy mother's tear to stay, — 
Hark, do I hear thine accents say? — 

Weep not for me; when death was gone. 
Kind angels bore me to the throne; 
The ivor\ throne where Gkxlhead sate. 
And Jesus stood my Advocate. 

My harp-string joins the anthem now. 
My voice is heurd when praises flow ; 
A glittering crown this forehead wears. 
This hand a waving palm-branch bean. 
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I tread the city paved with gold^ 
My mansion, but you can't behold, 
Stands there with every splendour decked, 
And Jesus is the Architect I 



DEATH. 

What schemes doth timorous man devise, 

To escape the stroke of death 1 
How dearly doth he seem to prize. 

Life's frail and fleeting breath I 

And what is life ? a scene of cares I 

And what is it to die ? 
'Tis to behold a brighter world. 

And have the power to fly ! 

Such and no more to ransomed men. 
Pale threatening boaster, thou ! 

Gladly they meet thy harmless dart, 
And mount with laurelled brow. 

Then strive not, man I to escape him, strive 

To spoil him of his sting I 
By seeking the all-conquering grace. 

Of his superior King I 

Hast thou not heard on Calvary's cross, 

Death met entire defeat ; 
His conqueror vanquished him that man, 

Shoula share the benefit 

Yonder, with smiling face, he gives: 

He gives to all that come, 
The promise of sufficient grace, 

And of a heavenly home ! 

IT 
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Dost thoiiy proud man I contemn the gifti 

Because the grace is free ; 
The foe exults above thy fall, 

Christ did not die for thee ! 



NOT MASTER— LORD! 

** And a ceiiain scribe came and said unto him^llaster. . • « and 
another of the disciples said unto him, Lord, • . • . and he 
said .... Follow me I" — Matthew viii. 19 — 22. 

*^ No man can say that Jesns is the Lord but hy the tUkj 
Ghost.**— 1 Corinthians adi. S. 

Call him not Master, call him Lor4 [ .. j . 

For Master sounds too harsh a words 

For such a Friend in need ; 
On earth he ne'er approved the nan^ej 
For all who owned no nearer claim. 
Returned unblest as first they came, 

And do not now succeed. 

Call him not Master, call him Lord I . 
Love draws us with a stronger cord. 

Than duty drives its slave ; 
Tis no hard drudgery we yield. 
Sin bound us once in chains concealed. 
But he our bondage first revealed. 

And then our Seedom gava 

Call him not Master, call him Lord I 
He bared his bosom to the s^brd. 

Which justice drew on us; ' ' ' 

He veiled his glo^» left his tbrope,. 
Learnt how to suffer, how to groaq. 
Tea, shed his life's blood to aton^ . 

And shield us £rom the curse. 
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GaU him not Master^ call him Lord I 
Remembering if we can accord. 

To him in truth that name ; 
Taught by the Spirit, sacred Dove I 
And influenced thus bj heavenly love^ 
Our own discipleship we prove, 

Our birth divine proclaim. 

Call him not Master, call him Lord! 
He ne'er employs so stem a word. 

Relationship to prove ; 
To softest phrase he condescends. 
He terms us brethren, children, friendSji 
He kindly whispers, meekly bends, 

His accents all are love. 

Encouraged thus, my Lord, I crave, 
Instruct and bless, and guide and save ! 

I look alone to thee ; 
For all I want while here below, 
For hope to strengthen as I go. 
For faith still more thyself to know. 

Lord I grant thy grace to me I 



LORD^SDAY MORNING. 

Sun I ^d with all thy brightest rays. 
This sacred sabbath morn ; ' 

While my glad soul with early praise, 
Salutes me opening dawn. 

World I come not with thy Ibdk of care, 
My mmd would now be free J 

Let me at least this one day diare. 
All undisturbed by thee ! 
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Religion ! let earth's votaries smiley 

Religion claims to-day ; 
Oh may religions thonghts beguile^ 

And banish gloom away I 

To-day may streams of incense rise. 
Of prayer, and praise, and song; 

Acceptably above the skies, 
The utterance of my tongue. 

And if my God approving hear, 
And send his blessing down ; 

The world's cold mock I shall not fear. 
Nor shrink before her frown. 



ONCE MORE. 

WRITTBN FOR A.LADT'S ALBUX. 

*♦ Yet I will look again toward thy holy temple."*-JoKAH ii. 4. 

If I must stain this spotless page, 

Obedient to a lady's word; 
What nobler subject can engage, 

Than Jesus, my almighty Lord I 

Lady I when life was in its spring, 

Ere yet I knew the world's deceit; 
I mounted with ambition's wing, 

Determined to be rich and great 

Heedless of God, I nroudly thou^t, 
My powers would ^ain me station high ; 

But trials cut my pinions short, 
And would not, lady, let me fly. 
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Impetuous then my heart rebelled, 

Spumed angry the restrainipg rod ; 
Till somewhat were my murmurings quelled, 

When I Was taught it came from God I 

Affliction seemed to find a voice ; 

It said : My errand is in love ; 
I come to wean, from earthly toys, 

And lift your thoughts to things, above. 

It told me honours, wealth, estates, 

Were trifles unto aliens given ; 
While, for his xshildren, God reseryes ; 

Himself, and happiness, and heaven* 

Subdued, I sought the place of prayer. 

And prostrate at the mercy-seat, 
Acknowledging my baseness there, 

I prayed I might acceptance meet 

I asked that I might know indeed, 

God was a covenant God to me ; 
That 'twas for me the Saviour bled. 

When crucified on Calvary I 

I asked a word, a look, a smile, ^ 

Some evidence of interest plain ; 
This, Ij^y 's my petition still ; 

I ask, and ask, and ask again! 

I cannot, dare not, leave the door. 
For when I cease to knock and pray. 

There 's something whispers. Try once more ! 
This may be God's appointed day ! 

Lady 1 if you have seen his face, . 

Oh, when yoii next approach the throne. 
Tell him a suppliant seeks his griace. 

Whose hope is nearly, nearly gone I 
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•'HOPE DEFERRED MAKETH THE HEART 
SICK.'*— Pbovfjbbs xiiL 12. 



Ongb with a proad^ untiring wing, . 

My lofty hope could rise ; 
Anchoring where dwells the Eternal King, 

Withm the far-off skies. 

Oloom might obstruct my prospects here. 

But every cloud around. 
With green and golden beams to cheer. 

There was a rainbow found. 

Friends mi^ht desert and slanders come. 

But undismayed I stood ; 
Sunshine, I said, ere long will bloom. 

My help is in my God ! 

To Grod I went with erenr care. 

And then with bended knee ; 
Methought that when recumbent there, 

I did my Saviour see. 

I learnt while in the furnace tlien. 

Instruction wise and good ; 
And little communing with men, 

I seemed to talk with God. 

I asked for one soft whispering word. 

This was my chief request ; 
One utterance from my gracious Lord, 

To make me wholly blest 
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One view of yonder heavenly bill, 

One momentary glance. 
Which would my soul with rapture fill, 

Of Jesus' countenance I 

Long tedious years hath patiehce stayed, 
^k knocked at mercy'd door ; 

But» ah, so long it seems delayed, 
l^iat hope will hope no more. 

While at the threshold thus I wait, 

Still the storm beats aloud ; 
And lingering doubly desolate, 

No rambow gilds the cloud. 

No opening vista yields a view, 
Oi some bright distant day ; 

No second spring can life renew. 
And mine dies &8t away. 

Depressed I strive to lisp a prayer, 

ui prayerful posture bend; 
But now no Saviour meets me there, 

He seems an absent Friend* 

New cares with every day arise, 

I faint beneath the load ; 
And hope with vain endeavour tries. 

To look for help to God. 

With broken pinion now it falls, 

It will not soar again ; 
And wearied with unanswered calls, 

It says that prayer is vain. 
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Slothftil I rise when morning comes; 

D^ressed go through the day ; 
Listless behold the evening glooms, 

And thns time glides awaj. 

Lord ! in this^ dreary dangerous hour. 

Remember me for good I 
Let some sweet promise come with power^ 

And say, thou art my God ! 



•'ONE JESUS."— Acts xxt. 19. 

One Jesus ! though derision's tongue, 

The appellation gave. 
It will remain the sweetest name, 

Of him who died to save; 
One Jesus I heaven 'mongst all her throne^ 

No other Jesus yields ; 
And earth has none which can compare, 

Through all her fragrant fields. 

One Jesus I ere yon radiant sun. 

Sprang bounding in its race; 
One Jesus ratified and sealed. 

The covenant of grace ; 
Amx)inted, chosen, well approved. 

Our substitute he stood, , 
Engaging then to pay our debts. 

And justify with blood. 

One Jesus I sacrifice and typ^,. 

In all their long array ; ' 
His person were to aduo^brate, . 

His mission to display ; 
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Prophets and seershis oomingtold, < 

Although in mystic phrase ; 
And all the ro^al minstrel's songs, 

Exhibited his praise. 

One Jesus, at the settled time. 

Assumed a human dress ; 
And with his own obedience wrought, 

A perfect righteousneda ; 
Redemption's work accomplished then, . 

The wine-press fully trod ; 
One Jesus rose triumphantlj, . ., ' . 

The manifested Crod! . 

One Jesus was the single theme, 

Apostles published wide ; 
Proclaiming through earth's length and breadth. 

One Jesus crucified I 
This single theme with wondrous powei:, 

Chan^d darkness into light ; . : 
Diffusing ever-Uving day, . . ; 

In nations blind as night. 

One Jesus, is the only plea. 

For suppliants at the throne ; 
The mighty Intercessor there, . -J 

Commanding blessings down I 
Oh that he would regard my prayer. 

And lift the shrouding v^il, i . ' . ; 

Enabling me like F^aul to affirm, : | . , 

One Jesus liveth stiU ! 



ASCENSION. 

The first bright purple streak of day, 
Shoots from its eastern home. 
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(Hiding the place where Jesna Ibj, 
The rich man's viigm tomb ; 

dorious hour ! tnuiBcendent yief^ I 
The Savionr bursts the grave; 

Snaps Satan's brazen chain in two^ . 
And soars with power to sa.ve. 

Faith! lend thy strongest pinion' now. 

And let mj panting soul, 
Mounting the rainbow's golden brow, , 

Suryey without contronl ; 
Let me nrom heaven's bright turrets see^ 

The conquering God ascend. 
Radiant in all his majesty, 

Our .ever living Friena I 

Surrounded with unnumbered throngs^ ; 

He marches to his throne ; 
And mid the praise of countless tongueiy 

Assumes his place thereon; 
Israel's Jehovah owns well pleased, 

The mighty mission done; 
And publishes the srand release, , , 

Salvation through t^e Son. , 

1 fieiintl I fidll these lofty seenesii 

To reach I vainly strive; 
With clouds and cares earth intervenes. 

And tells me where I Hve ; 
Still in the wilderness Imove, 

A pilgrim seeking rest ; 
Lord I who hast ta^ht my heart to love. 

Oh, take me to thy breasti 
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WILDERNESS PETITION. 

Almighty I my. Father I my Friend ! 

Who hast broaght me simaed id thy throne; 
To the voice of iny prayer condescend^ 

And the graciouii reladonshiji own! 
My petition no lonc^ would craves 

feither riches or honours below. 
But while I the wildemoss brave. 

Lord! wilderness mercies bestow t '' 

I have learnt that my home is not here : 

That this is an enemv's land ; 
And a sojourner I would appear. 

With mv scrip andi&y itiff in^my Jiand; 
With my face towards my.home on the hill, 

I would trust to the Lord of the place. 
That the wilderness hours he'll beguile^ • 

With wilderness.tpkens ot^gPBce !• , . 

Thus far he hath led aftd stipiflied,' 

Thus far hath attended my way ; 
And though in a cloud he. may guide, 

Tis a pdlar my foes to cBismay V' '' 
His bounty my t&ble hath spreaa, '.■''■' 

Than manna what more can I wiemtf ' 
And while I the wilderness tread. 

Lord I that in tibb wilderness gcmii 

Continue, my Father! my Lord! 

Continue thus blessing to bless; 
In my bosom thy love aoed abroad. 

And lift up the light of ihj feoel 
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Gommmie with roe, Lord I as with thine. 
While my pilgrimage here I pursue ; 

Thus, Lord ! in the ^densesg shine» 
And wilderness darkness subdue I 

Oh, streujgthen the^ &ith thou hast ^iven. 

The faith that trusts Christ on his throne ; 
Let me climb the pavilions of heaven, 

' And see him and know him mv own I 
Great Comforter, Teacher, and Guide ! 

Oh, manifest Jesus to me I 
In the wildeiness though I abide. 

No wilderness then wilt it be! 



"AND THEY SHALL SEE HIS FACB.'V 

RSTELATION xxii. 4* 

Tki^l me not of the jasper walls. 

Of the gemmed' foundations there ; 
Of the glittering streets of burnished gold. 

Of the palm-branch I shall bear I . 

Nor walls, nor streets, iior pearly. gates». 

Nor the bright iyoty throne, . 
Will tempt my e^e when I can gaze,. 

On Him who sits, thereon I 

He is the prize yon heaven cpntains^ - 

The chiefest treasure there ; 
There 's nought in heaven^ and nought on earth, . 

With Jesus may coEdpeere; • 

When shall I cleave yon distant blne^^ • • * 
And praise on bended knee; 
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When shall I5 with •doring ejes, 
M7 God ! mj Saviour ! see ? 



THE FAREWELL GLANCE. 

When Israel left old Egyprt land, 

Freed from the galling yoke ; 
They paused upon the border strand 

To take one farewell look. 

Full many a thought the prospect woke. 
Deep thoughts of hope and gloopi ; 

It pictured the taskmaster's stroke. 
And all the joys of home. 

Thev saw the long expected shore, 
Towards which their footsteps haste; 

And gladly leave to know no more. 
The bitter bondage past 

Thus when the christian gains the goal. 

The terminus of life ; 
Where end the conflicts of his soul, 

iVnd every mortal strife. 

One retrospective glance he casts. 

Before he mounts on- hish ; 
And shuddering sees the dreary wastes, 

He trod in days gone by. 

He marks the spots where troubles tried. 
And where deliv^^nce cheered; 

And sees each care, each woe beside; 
An Ebenezer reared. 
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Filled with thanksgivinss now he poxum t -^ 
One long glad note of love; • ' ! ^ 

Then sprees his heavenly wings and soarft, 
To tell it all above. 



«I WOULD SEE JESUS r-J6HK xii. 21. 

Father 1 at the place of prayer, 

Bends again thy suppliant son. 
Lord I thoa know'st woat brings him there^ 

Perfect that thou hast begun !,' 
Thou hast bowed his stubborn will, 

Humbled former thoughts of pride, 
And he comes to Zion's hill. 

Trusting in the Crucified. 

Thou who didst the bondage break. 

Thou who dost the desert cheer. 
Friend that never did forsake. 

Refuse strong and always near ; , , , 
Drawn by gratitude to thee, , . • 

Drawn by stronge9t cords of lov^ 
Listen to my urgent plea. 

And my urgent prayer approve I 

Trials now restrain their rag^j;^ 

Calmer flow the. billows, no w^ ,. .., ; 
And the storms that once <li4 Yff^f - i 

Cease to agitate my brow ; 
Twas thy power sqslained iiyaiWr ^ 

At thy word they sank to r^^ ;; 
Messengers from earth to wea% . . i . 

Messengers in love to arrest 
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Lord! their eawd now ftdfiUed^ 

Centred all my hopes in thee. 
Chastened, humbled, ireoonciledy 

Manifest thyself to md ! 
Like the pubhcan I bow,. 

Pleading mercy, feeling bftfle> . 
Sovereim grace thou then diddl shew. 

Lord! again she^-soyereigo.graoe'I 

Patient long at wisdom's door. 

At the house where Jesus dwells^ 
Where the saints their Lord adore, 

Where the priest thy message tells ; 
Burning with an ardent fiame, 

I have prayed a word from the^ 
For the glory of thy name, 

Oh, my Lord, remember me! 

In thy temple not alone, 

I have sought thee every where. 
Sought thee at the mercy throne, ' 

Sought thee on the knee of prayer; 
Tet in vain, though still supphed. 

Still protected, guided, bl^t. 
Tell me, should I thus abide? 

Must I thus contested real? 

Lord I the promised visioii grant I 

Fain 1 I would assurance crav^ 
To behold thee, Loipd, I.trant, : 

Thou who died'^ty my 80ul:tD 8a¥e! 
To behold and hear thee -say, 

** I thy great salvation am, ... 
Sinner I cast thy fears away • 

Thouartshcdteredinthe.Lambri >■ 
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Now my Lord 1 thou kii(yW*8t my prayer. 

And should'st thou my prayer approve. 
Let me now thy presence shar^ 

Fill me with the sense o( love I 
Promised Comforter I descend 1 

Testify, as thou knowest hoW ; 
LfOt me realize my Friend I 

See by faith my Saviour now 1 



"THAT I MAY KNOW HIM!"- 
PhilippiaKs iiL 10^ . 

Come, saints, and with a joyful tongue, ; 
Unite in one harmonious song, 

One universal prayer ; 
We all can join in one request. 
One wish there is fills every breast^ , 

One blessing all would ^hare. 

Babes who can scarcely tell their birth, 
Who onlv lisp ImmanuePs worth. 

In wishes and desire ; 
Can yet with utterance loud and high. 
Join in the apostolic cry, 

And Christ to know aspire! . 

Young men, who strong in Zfon's Gbd^ ' ^ 
Walk valourons on in Zion'sroad, • 

And fight by faith the foe ; 
Fervent as Paul would all exclaim, 
Our only hope is in his name, •: > 

And Him we long to know I > • 
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And honoured fathers, on whose head, 
The snows of numerous years have shed^ 

The blossoms of the grave ; 
Who long have known, and much have proved, 
Still more to know of Him they've loved, 

With restless ardour crave. 

On Zion, Lord, united thus. 
The blessing grant I oh give to us 

Faith's all sufficient eye 1 
Let us behold thee as our own, 
Thy covenant characters make known. 

Thy saving grace apply ! 

Eternal Father I let us know. 
That by adoptingmercy thou. 

Our covenant Father art I 
That thou, for Jesus' sake will grant, 
What in tiie wilderness we want. 

And endless life impart 

linmanuel I ever honoured name. 
Thy people's substitute, (he Lamb, 

Wno died for them to atone I 
We ne'er shall all thy love conceive^ 
But, ever learning, still shall leave, 

A fathomless unknown I 

Spirit Jehovah ! grant that we, 
Tne promised Comforter, in thee. 

May sweetlv realize ! 
Be thou our leacher, thou our Guide I 
In life be always at our side. 

And guard us to the skies I 
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Lord 1 lowliest in fair Zipii'9 train. 
Behold thy suppliant a^ain. 

The same petition brings I 
Lord I lift the reil^ the clouds dispel. 
The sun of righteousness reveal. 

With healing in his wings I 



PSALM CXXXVIL 

Oh, do not ask a song from me. 
My harp, with broken string. 

Suspended on griefs favorite tree. 
Is not in tune to sing. 

The anthems Zion's children raise. 
Are strangers to my tongue ; 

Oblivious now is former praise, 
Forgotten every song. 

As captive Israel pensive sighed, 
B^ Chebar's ancient stream. 

While foes their misery to deride. 
Said, Sing us Zion's hymn I 

How shall we sing, they sorrowing said. 
Chained to a foreign strand, 

The notes our royal minstrel made, 
For our own native land I 

How shall we swell the chorus high^ 
Wreathed for Moriah's fane I 

No» Salem's melodies must die. 
Till Salem live again ! 
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T hey could not glad hosannas raiae^ 
while gloom obscured the breast; 

Nor can 1 sing a song of pruse. 
Till joj again be guest I 



"LET THE SIGHING OF THE PRISONER 

COME UP BEFORE THEEP— 

Psalm Ixxix. IL 

LOBD I firom the cell, the cheerless cell, 

Of deadness, darkness, care ; 
The dreary dungeon where I dwell, 

A prisoner of despair ; 

Fain would I raise a prayerful sigh. 

Would urge a pleading groan; 
Permit the scarcely uttered cry. 

To reach the eternal throne I 

Sayiour I who bear'st upon thy breast 

Thine Israel's cherished name ; 
Acknowledged as thine Israel's Priest, 

The Altar and the Lamb ; 

On thee, who can'st be touched with all 

That pales thy people's brow ; 
Thou great High rriesti on thee I call 

My only helper now I 

As Aaron stood in ancient days. 

To introduce to God, 
Thepeo^le's prayer, the people's pridse. 

With incense and with blood ; 
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So art thou now, we bless thy name, 

By office and by love, 
Encaged to feed the expiring flame, 

And lift our prayers above. 

Let my petition — else in vain — 

Thine intercession share I 
Let it thy bleeding perfume gain. 

And prove successiul prayer I 

Let thy good Spirit, present now 

My supplications aid I 
And his rich influences bestow. 

To make the mourner glad ! 

Thou know'st the language of my sigh. 

The meaning of my groan. 
The burden of my urgent cry 

Is one request alone. 

All niinor things, all blessings less, 
Prized as they each should be; 

Only as harbingers of this. 
Are rendered dear to me. 

I want to/««Z that grace and faith, 

Are not ideal things ; 
And know that what the scripture saith. 

Comes from the King of kings. 

No testimony man can build. 

No eloquence he knows ; 
To me can satisfaction yield. 

Or give my breast reppsje. 
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I want, by realizing grace 

To know grace comes from thee ; 

I want, bj seeing Jesus' face. 
To know he smiles on me. 

Come, promised visioo, hindered long, 

In rainbow beauties drest ; 
Thanksgivings then shall load my song. 

And gladness fill my breast ! 



ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

Commissioned by the court of heaven. 

The pallid monarch see ; 
Disciple of the crucified ! 

His message is to thee. 

• 

Fear not his rude and boisterous touch. 

His dart is stingless now ; 
Nor tremble at the freezing dews. 

He scatters on thy brow. 

He but unlocks thy mortal cage. 

That fresh, and glad, and free ; 
Thy long imprisoned spirit may 

Enjoy its Uberty. 

lounge dauntless in the sable stream. 

To which he leads thee on ; 
Its cold dark tide will waft thee safe 

To the celestial throne. 
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See at the foot of Zion's hill, 

A white robed convoy waits; 
Sent bj the Lord of Zion's towers 

To guide through Zion's gates. 

They bear the harp, the golden crown. 
The stainless robe they bring; 

The palmbranch and the jewels senl^ 
Egress firom Zion's King. 

Gt), bright one ! from a withered world. 

To thine own mansion go ; 
When we would fain thine absence mourn. 

The tears refuse to flow. 

How can we grieye, though valued much. 

That thou art gone to Him, 
Whose love, and truth, and faithfulness 

Were here thy constant theme. 

That faithftd Ood, who called thee hence, 

A jewel for his crown ; 
Remembering his inheritance 

Will send firesh blessings down. 

He will the orphans' tears .^agfurd. 

The lonely widow's sigh j . 
The sorrowing ^ple's deep lamei^t, 

Shall reach ms tnrone oh higL 

To all the promise sdll reo^ains. 

Sufficient is my grace I 
Let all, enabled by thee. Lord t 

Best on thy faithftdness I 
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A SUPPLICATION. 

** Make haste, God, to delirer, make haf te to help me, 
my God T— Psalm Izz. 1. 

Make haste, mj Father and niy Ood I 

Make haste to my relief! 
My foemen boast exoltingly. 

And laugh at all my grief. 

Thou hast aforetime been my help. 

When other help was none ; 
Deliverer then from bygone cares I 

Oh, help again thy son I 

My own weak hand hath vain essayed. 

To wield the warlike sword ; 
I fSall I my foemen victory shout I 

Oh, make no tarrying, Lord I 

Gome on the whirlwind's rapid gosh I 

Yoke sunbeams to thy car t 
Thy dread right arm alone can quell 

The Ishmael's mock, ah I ah I 



BEFORE PKAYER. 

To soar yon star-gemmed plains above^ 
Fain would I send a prayers 

Oh may it reach acceptable, 
A listening Godhead thiere I 

Eternal Spirit I dictate words. 
Such as thou wilt approve ; 
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And whfle they tell of worthlessness, 
Ob, let them whisper love I 

Immauuell Mediator I Lord! 

Perfume the incense given ; 
Smile on the stammering utterance, 

And make it meet for heaven ! 

And tell me, let the Comforter, 

M V waiting spirit tell ; 
In tliee the Tliree are satisfied. 

And with me all i^ well I 

Well, for a Father'shand will guide. 

Provide, and guard me herel 
Well, for when Dekth's cold wave is passed, 

I shall in heaven appear! 



"JESUS SAITH UNTO HER, MARY!" 
John xx. 16. 

Mabt 1 tis thy Saviour speaks. 

He hath burst the gloom v grave ; 
Mary ! dry thy mournful cheeks. 

For the Saviour thee will save. 

Mary ! touch me not ! not yet 

Have I soared the clouds above ; 
Mar> ! Christ doth not forget, • '. *» 

When his people shew their Jove. 

Mary ! all thy wealth was given. 

For the precious ointment poured; 
Marv ! soon in yon bright heaven, • . 

More than wealth wffl be restored. • ^ • • 
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Mar^ ! for a time, farewell ! 

Till prepared be thine abode ; 
Mary ! with me thou shalt dwell 

In the palaces of God I 



SPOILS WON IN BATTLE. 

*' Out of the spoiLi won in battles did they dedicate to maintain 
the house of the Lord." — 1 Chroniclbs zzvi. 27. 

I LOTS to hear some pilgrim grey,- • 

Pescribe the path he's trod, 
And point the landmarks in the waj 

That leadeth on to Ood. 

To hear him tell the importani; hour, 

When soft, and sweet, wid mild ; 
God's sovereign mercy spake with power 

To him, God's favoured child. 

' . i •. « ■ ' 

To hear him tell each changing tframe; 

And feelings ever new'; = • 
How often foes almost o'evoame, 

And how God brought him through. 

How oft temptation sought t;o allvLre, 

Disguised m various qress, . 
And how his footsteps wallced secure, 

Held by restraining grace. 

In tribulation's hour of pain; 

Bereavement, slander, care; 
When unbelief strove hard to^reign, 

And doubts begat despair ; 
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How Jesns, in that tiering day, 
With some soft whispered word» 

Drove everjr doubt and fear away. 
His manifested Lord. 

And how, dependii^ yet on him. 

He journeys fearless on. 
Assured the dark dividing stream, 

Will bear him to his t&one. 

Though at the threshold lingering still, 

I scarcely seem to move; 
I love the ^th to Zion's hill. 

And all its travellers love. 

Dear every circumstance to me. 
Which former pilgrims founds 

AndjoyftJ every sign I see, 
Wnich marks the sacred ground. 

When in the experience of my days, 

I recognize them there $ 
Each evmence awakens prais^ 

And prompts afresh to prayer. 

Veterans of Christ I who Ipng have fought 

In many a dangerous field; 
Let all your battle spoils be brought 

Immanuel's house to build. 

Ere the white blossoms on your head, 

In glory rise to flower; 
Tell ot the pathwajr you were led. 

The thoughts of every hour. 
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Leavei richest le^y I behind. 

Tour map of ful the road, 
That others helped thereby may find 

Enconra^inTtowardW^ 

So shall yomig pilgrims blessings pray. 

So shall you help to build ; 
And in the day of Christ shall they, 

Tour crown of glory gild. 



"PRAISE WAITETH FOR THEE, O GOD IN 
ZIONP— Psalm Ixv. 1. 

« 
Mt heart, Lord, once a desert waste, 

A wilderness where nothing grew, 
But noxious weeds of poisonous taste, 

Injurious and infectious too; 
Now by thy mercy shining there. 

Longs to become a fruitful land 
A spot enclosed to flourish fiedr, 

A garden of thine own right hand. 

Thy plough hath passed across my heart. 

These Sioms and thistles leyelhng low. 
And though the roots do not depart, 

Thy power permits them not to grow ; 
But, oh, my lA>rd, thy work resume. 

Thy gracious husbandry renew. 
Let Aaron's fragrant roses bloom, 

The lily of the yalley too I 

Outstretched in waiting attitude, 

A fallow field prepa^ by thee. 
Cast in the seed thou callest good. 

And let my fruit abundant be ; 
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The dew^ the sunshine, Lord, bestow, 
' The early and the latter rain. 
Command the freshening winds to blow* 
And every withering blight restrain 1 

If, Lord, unworthy though I be, 
I may put in a trembling claim. 

And part of Zion built by thee. 

Assume that highly honoured name; 

Oh, I would say thy Zion waits. 
Impatient for thy coming stays. 

And wide uufoldea all her gates, 
: Longs to burst forth in joyous praise* 

Thou who hast thus my heart subdued. 

These warm desires implanting there. 
Let thy glad visit be renewed. 

Let me again thy influence share ! 
Drearv and long, the winter now, 

Yields to the gentle power of spring. 
And faith's full bud to burst and blow. 

Waits but the presence of the King. 



.STANZAS.: 

**Ix)rd, I beliere ; help thou mine unbelief !**— Mabk ix. 24. 

Lord ! thou hast poured a sunshinie ray/. 

And warmed me into love ; i 

Oh I let not yet thy mercy stAy> '■''■' 

But send me from above i-T • ' 

But thou can'st tell the whole I need. 

My wants to thee are known ; 
Thou wilt not break the bruised reed 

That bows before thy throne. 
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Thou, Lord, this breast which once was dark, 

Hath wakened into life ; 
Nor wilt thou have the straggling bark, 

To shipwreck 'mid the stn^ 

What shall I say? I would beliere I 

Lord, hear my earnest cry 5 • 
And bid ^his budding faith td lire. 

To bloom on yonder sky I 



THE SANCTUARY, 

^ The Lord loreth the gates of Ziaa more tkan all the dwellings 
«f Jacob.**-— PsAUf IxzxrlL 2. 

Th£ praises which like incense rise 

From Jacob's still abode ; 
Ascend above the yielding skies, 

And reach the throne of God. 

He doth regard the voice o£ prayer. 

And will his children bless. 
And when they seek him, even there. 

Will not withhold his grace. 

But where assembled peoples meet 

And large petitions raise, 
Where throngs besiege the mercy seat. 

And shout their ]£iker% praise ; 

Where every ordinance of God, 

Believers glad fulfil, 
'And tell their Savioui^s praise abroad. 

Intent to do his will ; 
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There is the place the Lord doth love. 

Where he is always seen ; 
He leaves the palaces above, 

To shew his face therein. 

There then mj soul with holy fear. 

Delight to meet thy Qody 
And may thy frequent visits there. 

Be blest by Zion's Lord. 



ASPIRATION. 

Often I lon^ to soar away. 
From this dark world ot care. 

To reach where shines eternal day. 
And gain admission there. 

Fatigued with all things found below. 
Earth charms not now my mind ; 

Her joys come always robed in woe. 
And leave a tear oehind. 

True happiness is seldom found 
Within her tainted sphere. 

The world is not congenial ground. 
It cannot flourish here. 

But I have heard there is a land, 

A land divinely fair, 
And I would join the little band. 

Whose feet are travelling there. 

Along the world's enchanted road^ 

A pilgrim I would rove, 
And all depending on my God^ 

Direct my course above. 
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And when I reach lihe a]p|)diAted goal. 
Where I shall drop this clav. 

Oh, may mj diseml)odied fioofc 
To Jesus fly away I 



•♦BEHOLD THE MANJ^-^ohn xix, 6. 

Behold the man I saith Pilate now 
And pomts to one whose bleeding brow, 

A orown of thorns doth wear; 
A robe of pnrple doth enfold 
His fastened hands a bolrush hold ; 

My soolt tis Jesus there! 

Behold the man I oh, hear their cry I 
And Pilate bids them crucify 

The eaual Son of God ; 
Dark Grolgotha his cross receives, 
And in the company of thieves. 

The Saviour sheds his blood. 

Behold the man I at death's last hour 
The thief repentant finds his power. 

Omnipotent to save ; 
The heavenly mansions yield him room, 
He gains an everlasting nome. 

Beyond the dreary grave. 

Behold the man, tis finishedl cries, 
While darkness robes the astonished skies, 

And ancels awed behold ; 
The Tem^e vail is vent in twain, 
And hoary patriarchs again. 

Are clothed in human moulds 
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Behold the man \ he yields his breath, 

Now where's thy sting, then boasting Death ! 

Art thou repulsed at last? 
When Jesus' precious blood was shed. 
Captivity was captive led. 

And all thy victory past I .. 

Behold the man ! the grave in vain, . 
Strives our Immanuel to restrain. 

He breaks each fiitile band ; 
The watchers view the Saviour rise. 
And cleave the ^adlv jaelding skies. 

To sit at God's right hand. 

Behold the man I erelong the Jews 
Shall see him whom they now reAise, 

The Judge of all enthrcHied ; 
When earth's assembled throngs shall come. 
To hear from him their final doom. 

The present Grodhead owned. 



ANTICIPATIONS. 

When years were few, and hope w?is green^ 

Ere blight had breathed thereon. 
Ambition painted many a scene. 

Whose lustre now hath gone- 
Earth's casket then her stores displayed^ 

Of wealth, and joys, and fanie» 
Alas, too soon I saw them fade« 

As ftdes a baseless dream. , -^ 
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i numbered all her best delights. 

And found her treasures poor. 
Their bloom no sooner taste invites, 

Then ah, they bloom no more. 

'T^as when for bliss in earth's dark sphere^ 

1 found it vain to seek, 
I listening heard mv pathway neal:. 

Kind accents whispering speak :— 

Beyond those blue surrounding hills. 

Yon azure sky above. 
The happiness you seek for dwells, 

Tis in the land of love. 

Thither my best desires are gone, 

I'm now a pilgrim here^ 
Eager to leave earth's tasteless bourn. 

And in its bowers appear. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. MR. G. 

Go, bird of paradise, and sing, 

On the tree of life's green , sprays. 
While fluttering with untiring wing, 

Thy great Redeemer's praise. 

Bask in the beams unteUable, 

Of dazzling joys above, 
In raptures inconceivable 

In ecstasies of love. 
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These were on earth thy constant theme^ 

These are thy portion now, 
Raising hosannas to his name. 

Who was thj all below. 

A rash of bright remembrances. 

Swift to my memory come, 
When I think upon thy glowing words. 

In picturing yonder nome. 

And thou art gone ; thy ton^e no more, 

A Saviour's wordi shall tdl. 
Safe landed on the glory shore^ 

Thou dost in glory dwell. 



CONTRASTS. 

Tell me not of the rich add great, 

The mighty of the land ; 
For fleeting is their best estate. 

And brief is their command ; 
But tell me of the pilgrims grey. 

The ftee-bom sons of God; 
And tell me of the desert way. 

To their divine abode. 

Tell me not of the simny lands, 

Where flowers perennial grow ; 
Tell me not of the ^Iden sands. 

Where shining nvers flow ; 
But tell me of the sea of glass^ 

And life's all fragrant tree. 
The pearly gates, toe walls of bra^, 

The city of the firee. 
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Tell me not of the laurel wreath. 

Fame garlands round her aon ; 
Proficient in the work of death, 

By numerous slaughters done; 
But tell me of the crown of thorn. 

And the accursed wocd; 
Where men suspended in their soom, 

The incarnate Son of God. . 

Tell me nought of the present world, 

Though faur and green it be ; 
Another sovereign hath unfurled. 

His banner oyer me ; 
He beckons upwards, onwards atill. 

His willing subject I ; 
And climbing^ difficulty's hiB^ 

My world is 'bofria the sky] 



THE BEATITUDES. 

Heab the Saviour's just decree : — 
Those that poor ill spirit .b< . 
Those that moxurn with tearftil cbeek, 
Those that like their Lord <aeve meek ; 

Those that thirst for Je^'i giTajce, 
That hunger after righ^usness; 
Those that merciful abound. 
Those that pute in heart ard found ; 

Those that bring where tumult is. 
The lovely olive-branch of peftoe ; 
Those that persecution, know. 
Upon whose names doth slander flow i 
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These are blest; to these are Riven, 
The mansions and the joys of beft^en ; 
And comfort such as seraphs know, 
Shall stay the iear-drops when they flow* 

For them is verdant every plain, 
They shall not thirst he grace in vain ; 
Witn righteousness shall they be filled. 
And saved by mercy's powerful shield. 

These shall behold Ood hce to face^ 
His children these, his blbod^bought race; 
Though now in thorny paths they rove. 
Theirs will be rich rewards above. 

God ! this favoured band aimon^ 
Though scorned by eartli'B untlunUng throng; 
My ardent soul desires to be. 
Contemned by all, if loved by thee. 



ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

Hb hath passed from earth! the hand of death. 
Intruded on his vital breath, 

And stayed the organs there; 
Ere life had seen its noontide ray. 
Wax fainter with declinfcg ray, 

Ere evening shades were near. 

He hath passed from^earthl no more to know. 
The sorrows or the joys below. 

The tempest or the Calm ; 
No more on life's uncertsliti stream, ' 
Inspired by hope's delusive beam; 

Or filled witn vain alorai. 
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He hath passed from earth to the better land« 
He hath crossed the bleak, the. border strand, 

And reached the heavenly gate ; 
Now golden streets resound bis tread, • 
While to Inimanael he is led. 

And to a throne of state. 

He hath passed from earth I a valued gem, 
To sparkle mid the diadem, 

W hich crowns salvation's Lord ; 
A mansion in the realms of bliss, 
The conqueror's palm-branch now are his. 

And Christ's approving word. 

He hath passed from earth I when dawns the day, 
That God shall summon me away. 

Beyond the cheerless grave; 
Death's gulph may I as joyful see. 
And sing as loud of victory. 

When plunging 'neath its wave I 



AGUE'S PRAYER. 

Down the alluring stream of wealth, 

I would not ask to glide ; 
Lest gold should tempt my heart astray. 

And fill my breast with pride. 

I would not seek to bind a wreath 
Of gems across mv brow ; - 

Nor would I crave the pa^antry,^ 
Which earthly monarchs know ; 

Fearful my wayward heart should seoni. 
The God who reigns above; 
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And sinftJ say, Who is the Lord, 
That I the Lord should love? 

Nor would I in the cheerless vale 

Of penury be found ; 
Lest 1 should feel inclined to take, 

From those whose stores abound. 

Mypeaceful path may I pursue. 

Within the middle road ; 
Alike removed from poverty. 

And towering wealth's abode. 

There with contentment by my side,] 

May I the Lord adore; . 
And while I praise him for his gifts. 

Forbear to covet more. 

Waiting till that bright moment dawn. 
When death shall bid me rise. 

Beyond the barren fields of eartii, 
To riches in the skies. 



THE INQUIRER- 

Makk z. 17. 

*' To cain eternal life, O Lord, 
And ul the blessings of thy ivord. 
Freedom from pen^ fire, and sword. 

What must my soul perform ? 
AU thy commandmenta I have kept 
From my youth upward; I have wept 
O'er each day's sins before I slept, 

To shield me from the storiD* 
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This of our Lordj while here below 
He dwelt, a sinner sought to know. 
And always ready to l^tow, 

Oar Sayionr turned to ^de ; 
He loved to hear the enqury made» 
How men might fiitore wrath* evade^ 
When all things here below Aall fade. 

When every hope has died. 

He turned this righteous one to see, 
And said : To be from danger free. 
With Grod eternally to be. 

One thing must yet be done ; 
All thy possessions must be sold. 
Thy lands extensive, hoards untold. 
Sinners God onlv will behold. 

Enriched in Christ his Son I 

Then go, the Savioxur said, to prove, 

The riches of my boundless love i 

From thy thronged bams thy goods remove. 

And on the poor bestow; 
Alas, without a power, divine. 
The sinner's heart will not incline. 
Ambition, pleasure, all combine. 

To chain his thoughts below. 

See, see the inquirer turns; away, 
On these conditions loth to stay^ 
In vain an everlabting day. 

Beams gloriously before him ;. * 
He cannot leave his earthly stores. 
Though an eternal tempest roar% 
And only waits death's opening doors, • 

To rush in fury o'er hmu 
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Lord ! be not this my wretched case. 
Incline my heart to seek thy face, 
And let me not despise thy grace, 

Preferring wealth before tnee ; 
Whatever temptations I may know. 
What penury, affiction, woe, 
While sojourning, O Lord, below. 

Oh, may I reign in glory 1 

May my tired soul from Jordan's shore, 
To an eternal mansion soar. 
Sorrow and sin to feel no more. 

While years unnumbered roll ; 
My blest employ unceasing praise. 
To God, the author of my days. 
Who turned me from my isintal ways. 

And saved my ransomed soul I 



STANZAS.. 

" Thou wilt shew me the path of Uf(?."-r-PflALM xvi. 11. 

May I apply this promise. Lord I 

And take it as my own, 
That thou in difficulty's hour. 

Wilt make my pathway known? 

Wilt shew to my bewildered soul, 

When severaJ roads are seen ; 
The way where thou would'st have me walk. 

And turn my feet therein ? 

My LordI I feel if cared for thus, 

I am indeed a child; 
How yearns my heart to know my God^ 

A Father reconciled I 
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Then should my life-path pleasant bey 
Or be enwrapped in gloom ; V 

Oh, I should reckless pass it bj. 
And only think of home. 

Home, where a loving Saviour waits, 

To give a lasting bliss ; 
Home, where his ever present smile. 

Perpetuates happiness. 



THE DAY OF DEATH, 

Mt day of death I oh, do not say, 

It is a day of gloom ; 
A pilgrim in a land of care, 
A traveller sharing travellers' fare. 
And burdened more than I cw bear. 
Think ye, I grieve the time draws u^ar. 

That I shdl reach my home ? 

My dav of death I It is the day 

I bid farewell to school ; 
The master often seemed severe. 
His lessons harder iBvery year. 
His stem rebukes awakened fear, 
So that with many an angry tear, 

1 often spumed his rul^ 

My day of death ! the teaching dpne. 

The desert changed for heaven ; 
Moses no longer will afi&ight, 
Sinai be fearful to my sight, 
But my credentials clear and bright. 
Vacation time will then delight. 
And the reward be givenT 
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My daj of death! It is the day 

When I shall>come of age ; 
A minor on a foreign shore, 
M J loved companions gone before^ 
My blissfnl home I oft deplore^ 
Anticipating more and rnore^ 

My finished pilgrimage. 

My day of death I It is the di^ ^ 

I enter on my estate; 
I price the earnest of it now; 
It may be seen from Pisgah's brow. 
Its crystal rivers as ihey flow. 
Its fields where fadeless flowerets grow^ 

And its admission gate. 

My day of deathi Delightftil timel 

It is mv wedding day ; 
And would ye have it stained with tears^ 
With apprehensions, donbts, and fears, 
Encircling all the coming years, 
Go I miserable comforters; 

And take your glooms away I 

My day of death ! whene'er 1 muse, 
JBright prospects I would crave ; 
Give me to see my Saviour's fece, 
To feel I rest in ms embrace. 
Arrayed in his own righteousness. 
And I shall die in perfect peace. 
And triumph o'er the grave I 

My day of death ! oh, let me live 

Of it forgetful never ; 
That when its sable strenCm rolls near, 
Laimching thereon without a fear» 
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I may behold heaireii's gates appear. 
And see my Jesus beckoning nearj 
To dwell with him for ever. 



INDISORIMINATE TRIBtJLATION. 

W MITTJI I TO AOOOMPJUfT THE TXB8B IK XTALICa, TRB HTMH OOM- 

Tinmo wmoH was mot thbr khowv, but wsiob was 

AnSBWABDS WOXnXD TO BS BT J. MAiOV. 

** Man is born unto trouble as tbe sparks fly upward."— Job ▼. 7. 

The children of a parent bom. 

Beneath the curse of sin; 
Our nature at life's earliest dawn, 

Is withered and unclean. 

The dwellers in a blighted land. 

We must the blight partake $ 
With aching hearts on every hand. 

Our hearts must also ache. 

Life's buds and bloom in early spring, 

Laige promise may bSotA ; 
Advancing months tne blight will bring. 

The worm is in the goimi. 

** Shall Simon bear the cross alone. 

And aU the rest go free t 
No I there '« a cross for every oner 

And there ^s across for iheel^ 

Let not our prayers exemption ask, 

Nor seek its weight to shun ; 
The pupil must fulfil his task. 

The journey must be run. : 
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Praj that the thorn that womids the breast^ 

May teach the heart to smg; 
t^rav that life's rude unwelcome guest. 

May lead us to the King. 

Pray that the cross, like Aaron's rod, . 

J^roducing fruit and fiowenf, 
Mav open intJercourse with God, " 

And prove the Lord is ours. 



"WHAT DOEST THOU HERE, ELIJAH?"- 
1 Kings six. 13. 

What dost thou hercj Elijah ? 

Like exile or like thief, 
Concealing in the desert, 

In the cloke of unbelief? 
Art thou the valiant prophet. 

Who Jezebel defied; 
The witness for Jehovah, 

In Baal's hour of pride? 

What dost thou here, Elijah? 

Hast thou so soon forgot. 
The wonders on mount Oarmd, . 

When Baal listened not? 
Full bravely didst thou bear thee then^ 

Acknowledging the Lord ; . 
And faithfully he answered thee. 

Fulfilling all thy word*. 

What dost thou here, Elijah ? 

Hath faith so soon decayed. 
And the threatenui^ of a woman. 

Made thee tremUe and afraid ? 
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Think'st thou the Hope of Israel, 

Hath ceased to recollect; 
Or that his arm is weakened. 

He cannot now protect? 

What dost thou here, Ely ah? 

Elijah here was taught, 
That faith is like the vine-branch. 

Which dies without support ; 
That the same faith that death defies. 

Sustained by power divine. 
If God withdraw that sovereign aid> 

Will languish and decline. 

What dost thou here, Elijah?— 

Before the prophet's view, 
A mystic panorama, ' 

Shall both strengthen and subdue ; 
A table in the wil(femess. 

Shall yield celestial food ; 
And Jehovah be his Teacher, 

In the barren solitude. • 

Almighty I never valiant. 

Like Elijah on theiiill, . ;, 
I imitate the prophet, . 

And doubt thy goodness still ; 
To the desert of despbndeQoe, . , 

Mj foot is ever prone ; 
And in language of repining, 

I address thy mercy throne I , 

Almighty I who forgiving^ 
Didst thy truant prophet meet. 

Allure me in the desert. 
And melt me at thy feet; 
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Speak words of consolatioii, 
Doubtp, fears, and foes dispel ; 

Say, thou art my salvation. 
And with me all is well I 



OONtEMPLATION, 

I LOVE to paze on yonder sky. 

And wish the moment come^ 
When soaring past its briUiancy, 

My soul s£tU reach her home. 

Imratient at the rapturous view^ 
This cage can scarce contain ; 

Faith sees the Pisgah prospect through. 
And longs to burst the chain. 

As beats the imprisoned sky-bird's breast, 
When verdant cro ves appear ; 

So rants this throbbing bofiom's guest, 
When views of heaven are near. 

I hear thy servants tell the way. 

Thine dder chQdren trod ; 
And 'tis by Jesus if I may. 

That I would come to God. 

Pleading what he hath done to save, 
I womd approach the throne ; 

Shall I alone salvation crave 
Through Him, and die undone? 

I ponder o'er thy word with hope. 
Then pondering glance within; 
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That cheers my drooping spirits up^ 
This shews imoonquered sin. 

Spirit I thine aid on bended knee. 
My trembling lips would crave ; 

Let me an answenng Saviour see, 
When I beseech. Lord ! save! 

What raptures would that view supply; 

Earth! thou would'st be forgot; 
Thy joys and cares would both pass by. 

And I should heed them not 

Engased with constant eye upraised^ 

Am soul prepared to soar ; 
Beady when I am thither raised, 

My Saviour to adore. 



CHASTISEMENT 

Child I whom a Father chast^is, 

Repine not at the rod. 
For diastizement paternal. 

Proves thee a child of God; 
Hear what the Lord hath i^k^ :— 

I chasten whom I love, 
And aliens uncorrected. 

Shall never dwell above. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 
The rod a message brings, 

A letter penned in mercy. 
Is folded 'neath its wings ; 
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In posture of contrition; 

The tarrying vision seek. 
The season is appointed. 

And it shall surely speak. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, . 

Endure the chastening given, 
'Twill wean thee from these lowlands, 

Twill meeten thee for heaven ; 
Though tribulation's valley, 

Be lone, and drear, and chill. 
It leadeth to the sunshine. 

The home upon the hill. 

Child ! whom a Father qhastens. 

If thou could'st see his heart, 
Thou'dst know that more than thou dost, 

Thy Father feels the smart ; 
With sympathetic pleading, 

Thy great High Priest is there. 
Dispensing strength sufficient. 

Presenting every prayer. 

Child ! whom a Father chestenB, : 

Ere yet thou knew'st his Iqve, 
He sent his Son to suffer, . 

That thou might'st mercy prove ;. 
He cannot harbour: anger, : < . ; 

Towards those he bought, so <lear» . . i 

And while thou 'rt in the fumbcey i 

The Lord is with thee there. . 

Child I whom a Father chastens. 

The chastening can't be long ; 
The sorrow and the sadness. 

Will soon give place to song; 
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The sweet harmonious anthem, 

Whose echoes almost heard. 
Tell how the saints in glory, 

Praise joyously the Lord. 

Child ! whom a Father chastens, 

With aspirations high ; 
Contemplate in the desert, 

Your palace in the sky ; 
A traveller and an exile. 

Expect but travellers' cheer; 
Your neaven will seem the brighter. 

For all the shadows here. 

Child I whom a Father ohast^is. 

His children all shall findi 
That every sable cloud has still 

A silver side behind ; 
That when the cross hath done its work. 

The message pierced the gloom; 
A Father's smiling face shall yield 

The antepast of home I 



ZION'S MARINER. 

** Thej that do bosinefs in great waten ; these see the works 
of the Lord, and his woaden in the deep."— Psalm cYii SS, 24. 

Hbab yon pale-faced man of car^, 

Thou who dost in trouble rove : — 
I did tribulation share. 

But I found it was in love. 

Long mv bark on sorrow's sea. 
Faced the billow in its rage; 

M 
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And the furious storm on me. 
Did its bitterest anger wage. 

Heayy clouds above mj head. 
Made the sable wave more drear; 

And no sunbeam kind] j shed. 
Strove the dismal gloom to cheer. 

Distant on a sunlit stream. 

All my youth's companions sailed; 
Nothing seemed to trouble them, 

There no furious storm prevailed* 

Loud for help across the wave. 
Called I with beseeching voice ; 

But the mocking tempest gave, 
Only echo of their joys. 

Then when hope lay down to die, 
When despair exulting grinned; 

I beheld One standing by, 

Who hath proved mdeed a Friend, 

He assumed the shivering helm. 
Bade the noisy tempest stay ; 

And I saw the billowy realm, 
Peaceftd as a sjommer^s day. 

Then the Saviour God I knew. 
Bent was then the obdurate knee; 

Then I prayed for mercy too, 
Mercy for eternity. 

Thankful for deliverance then. 
Thanked I for the affliction too 

Twas the hour of sorrow when. 
First I my Deliverer knew. 
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Long I urged and nrge it stilly 
And I trust my God will hear; 

Give submission to thy will, 
Give me contrite filial fear I 

Give me, while my life-day lives. 
All thy sheltering hand bestows; 

And if this my Saviour gives, . 
He will, when life's day shall close. 

Give an entrance to the place. 

Where I with my Lord shall dwell ; 

Oh, when I behold his face. 
What glad praises shall I tell I 



AN EBENEZER. 

'* Hitherto hath the Lord helped as." — I Sahuel rii. 12. 

HiTHEBTO, in every care, 
When no other friend was there; 
When with feeble hand we braved. 
Hitherto the Lord hath saved. 

When the windy storm was loud. 
When the red flash tore the cloud ; 
When the tempest thundered high, 
Hitherto the Lord was nigh. 

Therefore our remembrance ston^ 
Praise ascribes to God alone ; 
Therefore fearless do we view. 
Future storms and sunshine toou 
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God who saved in byfione cares. 
Still regards oar feeble prayers; 
God, who spake the storm to calm» 
Will protect us still from harm. 

And our God in sunshine days. 
Will secure his children's praise ; 
Thorns shall spring where roses thrive. 
To keep the expiring flame alive. 



SALVATION ALWAYS BY FAITH! 

When towering on Moriah's hill. 

The glittering temple stood ; , 
Priests, incense, altars, offerings, lined 

The sole approach to God. 

How vain, their shadowy vista closed. 

The countless myriads slain ; 
The splendid pomp of sacrifice, 

Ana numerous forms how vain! 

Creation's Lord could never need, 

A tribute of his own; 
Nor love to see unconscious blood. 

Sprinkling his mercy throne. 

But listening to the voice of types. 

All eloquent proclaim ; 
The wealth, the worth, tibe purity. 

Of Calvary's spotless Lamb. 

'Twas Him alone, whence incense rose. 
When hecatombs were killed ; 
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His mental vision cleared by faith, 
The enlightened Jew beheld. 

And thus, though at a costly shrine^ 
And fforceous domes beneath ; 

With adenoid pomp of sacrifice, 
Salvation was by faith I 



«LET THERE BE LIGHTf— Genesis L 3. 

When darkness spread her gloomy reign, 
And chaos filled the wide domain ; 
Mid the confused eternal night, 
Jehovah said : Let there be light! 

His word dispersed each sable cloud. 
And drove them to a far abode ; 
He poured the sun's effulgent ray. 
And murky chaos fled away. 

Then the new earth in verdant green. 
With smiling habitants was seen ; 
Then for a time was general joy. 
And innocence the sole employ. 

But Lord, no more these exiles roam. 
My breast is now their dreary home ; 
There with a tyrant's hostile sway. 
They bar the approach of opening day. 

Not less than God a world could speak ; 
Not less than God my chains can break ; 
Then still my prayers shall climb the sides ; 
My tyrants tremble as they rise. 
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Let there be light I again command^ 
Send freedom to the captived land ! 
Make my sad heart like Eden's grove. 
And whuper there the voice of love I 

And still when ransomed be mj shield I 
My bosom would not recreant yield; 
But vain the bulwarks I prepare. 
If my Deliverer stay not there ! 



THE RAINBOW. 

The bow of promise gleams. 

Across the tearful sky ; 
And tells us with its lip of beams. 

The storm will soon pass by. 

I love to view thy span, 

For thou art owned most fair; 

And think the family of man. 
Are drinking comfort thera ' 

I love to read thy tale. 
And ponder on thy birth; 

When ceased the deluge to prevail. 
And Noah peopled earth. 

I view in fancy's glass, 

The patriarch bending low ; 

And God with reconciled face, 
Erecting yonder bow. 

I hear the words he told.:-^ 

When storms are threatening^ ihigh> 
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My. covenant bow I will beholdi 
And bid the tempest die. 

Then welcome noisy stonn. 
Which brings the rainbow fair ; 

While here we view its lovely form, 
Our God beholds it there ! 

We lodk, remembering now, 
The sheltering promise given ; 

And Grod regards nis message bow. 
And sends a smile from heaven. 

So in the storm and strife. 
Which vex our pathway here; 

Across the wilderness of hfe, 
Lord I be thy rainbow near I 

Let thy still voice be heard. 
Speaking, the storm will cease ; 

And whispering the assuring word. 
That we shafi rest in peace. 

Shall rest in yonder sky, 

Where storms can never come ; 

Oh, I would straightway hear and die, 
And reach my heavenly home I 



THE LAND 1 LOVE BEST. 

The land I love best I Oh, it is not below, 
Tis not where in spring richest blossomings blow ; 
'Tis not where the summer is bleSt with a dower, 
Of all that is valued m field or in bower; 
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It 18 not where aatanm bends down with her kmd. 
And wastes the rich treasores profbsely bestowed; 
Or where a bright sun forbids winter to chiU, 
Wherd all the year round there is firagrancy BtSl, 
Oh no, 'tis not there I woald restl 

The land I love best I 'tis away, far away. 
Beyond where the eagle pursues his lone way ; 
Beyond where the planets conceal firom the morUf 
Beyond whence the sun cometh forward to dawn; 
Beyond the blue skies is the land I love best. 
The land where for ever my spirit would rest; 
And cheered is my soul when dark sorrows overwhelm. 
With a hope that ere long I shall see this bright realm. 
For 'tis there, it is' there I would rest ! 

The land I love best I it hath joys of its own. 
Pure joys to earth's most cherished region unknown ; 
Its cmldren roam ever broad fields of delight, 
And always they dwell in Immanuel's sight ; 
Adversity there cannot mantle with gloom. 
There grief is all banished, and woe cannot come ; 
The presence of Jesus secures them in bliss, 
And showers down upon them contentment and peace, 
It is there, it is there I would rest I 

The land I loye best I oh, I long to fly there. 
To leave this dark region of sorrow and care; 
To burst the strong bands of this prison of day. 
And bask in the bliss of eternity's day ; 
To walk the bright city where Christ is the song. 
And tread the gemmed streets with the seraphim wrong ; 
And fed that this bliss shall continue for ever. 
That none from its joys my glad spirit can sever. 
It is there, it is there I would rest! 
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The land I love best I when, oh, when shall I come, 
To the river that rolls between me and my home ; 
Support me, dear Saviour, within its dark wave. 
And help me its chill and its tempests to brave; 
And when I have gained it9 last shore may X see, 
The ^tes of this city wide open for me; 
And Jesus all kindly inviting me through, 
And angels all round me to welcome me too, 
It is there, it is there I would rest ! 



THE HOUR I LOVE BEST. 

The hour I love best! 'tis in summer's bright day. 
When joyful the sky-bird exults on the spray; 
When verdant the meadows are fragrant and green. 
And when the young buttercup jewels the scene; 
When forest trees wear their best mantle of leaves. 
And when its ^ay treaisiires the garden receives; 
When linger the zephyrs oppressed with a dower 
Of richest perfume from the field and the flower. 
Oh then is the hotir I love best ! 

The hour I love best I 'tis when evening is nigh. 
When the sun with the night strives for mastery ; 
When lightly dispdiing each troublesome cloud. 
Which fain from the earth would its gorgeousness 

shroud ; 
He proudly withdraws with a smile to the west, 
And seeks all triumphant his mansion of rest, 
Illuming the hill-tops e'en when he is gone, 
A trophy to earth of the victory won. 
Oh then is the hour I love best I 

The hour I love best! and 'tis then I would roam. 
Afar in the greenwood, the nightingale's home; 
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The verdant alcove 'neath the wide-spreading tree^ 
Oh there is a solitade suited for me I 
'Tis th^re while I list to the vesper-bird's song» 
Awajj far awav from the world's cold throng, 
I can banish the sorrows that prey on my. heart, 
I can bid for a season earth's tconbles depart, 
Oh then is the hoar I love best! 

The hour I love; best I stye, and bpght is each thought 
Which upsprings in my bosom when earth is foigot ; 
They tell me though m'ear be my pathway below5 
Though much tribulation may furrow my brow. 
Though high and tempestuous may. roll the dark tide^ 
AH safely my bark o'er its billows shall ride; 
They tell me when loudest it threat^s to whelm, 
It will not, for Jesus still governs the helm. 
Oh then is the hour I love best I 

The hour I love best 1 and 'tis then I would raise^ 
To God the most fervent hosannas of praise. 
All grateiul for mercies so frequent bestowed^ 
To caeer and protect on life's perilous road; 
'TIS then when all round me is silent and lone, 
I would bend in heart-prayer before yonder white throne. 
That Jesi^s will, still aown life's current defend. 
And be my. salvation when this life shall end. 
Oh then is the hour I love best I 



, DIVINE ENERGY. 

We hear the wind's niysterious roar, 
We feel its strong resistlesb power; 
We see the trees, their bomjago pay. 
And bending point it§ conq\^^nijg,^^y ; 
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Yet vainly do we turn our eye. 
To view its chariot passing by ; 
Its presence and its power we f< 
But sight is disappointed still. 



feel, 



So is the Spirit ; mighty God I 

When thou dost shed thy power abroad ; 

No finite eye can see thee pass. 

No tongue can name tliy resting-place. 

Yet may we tell when thou art near, 
Tis thou dost prompt the contrite tear; 
Hearts pxoud as lomest cedars bow. 
Like bruised reeds where thou art now. 

And well the soul thy presence knows. 
Then deserts blossom as the rose ; 
And faith and hope long exiled = tell, 
With confidence that aU is well I 

Sinners I the day of grace is now I 
Doth godly sorrow pale thy brow? 
Say, canst thou breathe a real prayer?. 
Rejoice, the Spirit hath b^n there. 

i • : 

Rejoice, for thou art born anew, . 
Rejoice, heaven holds a throne for you;- 
Rejoice, the Father smiles on thee. 
And Christ is thy security I 



THE MILLENNIUM. 

Saviour ! some tell me thou wilt leave yon sky. 
Will burst its azure robe, and hastenii^ dowi^ 
Circled with cherubs, in a glory oar. 
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Will speak a new Jernaalem on earthi 
That then no more die curse of barrenness 
Shall blight its fruits ; that forest beasts not then 
Shall prowl ferocious 'mid the desert gloom. 
But mix witli children in their sportive play; 
That then, long exiled, innocence and bfise^ 
Aeain shall make an Eden of the world/ 
Where, not at noontide onlj, will the IQng, 
The Lord Immannel, walk and conyerse hold. 
Sweet converse with his chtirch, but constandj. 
Through the long round of \l mUlennial year ! 

They tell all this, my TjordI and glad dettres, 
Fruitfully budding in my sanguine h wt, 
Sxpand m a^Ment prayers: Lord! quickly come! 
Obi tis a gforious inspect; may I live 
To hail m\ God descending I and may I 
In the descending God behold a Frioid t 

Others there are, who cherish different hopes ; 
Less glowing, inharmonious some, and tome 
So fenced with armour from thy scripture book. 
That nathless they compel me to their ranks I 
These a millennium picture, Tery good. 
And bright, and blissful, but less radiant far ; 
Tis as a summer*s eve in twilight clad. 
Likened to noonday when the sim is there ! 
These tell me, Jesus will not visit earth. 
Till the dread hour of doom ; that he will fl^d. 
And this will constitute millennium, 
A larger portion of the Spirit's newer. 
Diffused so amply through eartn's length and breadth, 
That like a runmng str^eam his praise shall flow 
From throngs unnumbered worshipping; that peaces. 
Her sceptre wide extending, shall prepare 
A pathway and a home for joy and love I 
Then shall the sword and every warUke shape,. 
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Awame new habits ; and forgotten then 
Shall be the soldier's name and glory too ! 
These call Isaiah's rapturesi metaphor I . 
And sober down the thrilling transports breathed. 
When Israel's other prophets woke the lyre. 
To splendid imagery prefiguring nought. 
Or, if prefiguring what should 'come to pass 
In some forgotten period long gone by. 

Lord I let me not presumptuously decide. 
But in humility my path pursue. 
Most anxious to attain the knowledge excellent ; 
That, reign my Ijord on earth a sovereign King, 
Or, come he only as earth's destined Judge, 
I may the Sovereign's mercy-sceptre touch. 
Or hear the Judge pronounce these cheering words : 
*' Enter yon portals to etemd rest!" 



ONI CHRISTIANS, ONI 

Ok I christians, on I the trumpet sounds. 
The insulting foe is hastening nigh. 

Bethink thee oi a Saviour's wounds. 
And sound the victoxy anthem hi^h. 

On I christians, on! upraise the sword. 
The useless scabbanl throw aside; 

Ye must be con^ueroi^s through your Lord, 
Ye must be victors, Jesus £edl 

On I christians, on I Let Calvary's brow, 

Be ever present to your sight. 
Think of your purchased mansicm now^ 

Your dwelling in the land of ]i^ I 
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On I christians, on I though lions roar, 
The lion with a chain is bound. 

On till you reach the glory shore, 
The bunks of the celestial ground. 

On I christians, on ! the cares which seem 
Now heavy as a mountain's weight, 

Will then be a forgotten dream, 
A vanished vision of the night 

On! christians, on I your Saviour waits 
To welcome his redeemed with smiles. 

And angels watch the pearly gates, 
To admit you after all your toils. 

On I christians, on I the throne is there, 
The crown is ready for you given. 

The palmbranch and'^the garment fair, 
And all the happiness of heaven. 

On ! christians, on I the seraph throng. 
Are ever singing Him you love, 

Gro 1 swell the raj^ture of their song. 
Increase the minstrelsy abovdl 



A MISSIONARY HYMN. 

A VOICE is borne upon the breeze. 

Which- sweeps across^ th^ main ; 
It comes from Indians jewelled seas, • 

From Cashmere's balmy plain ; 
A voice from Asia's numerous bands, 

Mahomet's turbaned slaves^ 
A voice from those rude distant lands. 

Which stud the southern waves. 
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The dark browed sons of Afric hear, 

A tear is on their cheeks ; 
And in the whirlwind rushing near, 

A voice from Greenland speaks ; 
America's extended bound, 

Lifts her united tongue ; 
Australia echoes to the sound,. 

And bears the notes along. 

Speaks the world's uplifted voice, 

Who will shew us any good ? 
Bid the enquiring soul rejoice, 

Point him to the narrow road ; 
Tell him Zion's pathway yields. 

Purest happiness below ; 
And at last her fragrant fields. 

Lead where endless pleasures flow. 

Tell him bliss was never known. 

Hovering round an idol's shrine ; 
Bid him leave his gods of stone. 

And worship One divine ; 
Tell the freeman, tell the slave. 

Let the rude barbarian heto; 
They have each a soul to save, 

And a jealous God to fear. 

Send across the billowy ocean^ 

Send to regions unexplored ; 
Teach the language of devotion, • . 

Let our Jesus be adored; 
Let his praise from pple to pole» 

Universally arise ; 
Seek to conquer every soul, .• 

And point them t0;tl;ie,akie^l 
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ON THE DEATH OF A DEARLY BELOVED 
MOTHER. 

Shb came to the verge of the border flood. 

But dark and drear was the river, 
And when her petitions ascended to Gk>d, 

No arm seemed nigh to deliver ; 
A shelterless fatore seemed spread to her eye, 

The accuser alone seemed near her. 
The fearfal arraj of the judgment day. 

And no Intercessor to hear her. 

Her children stood round her dying bed. 

The teardrops of grief restraining, 
Intently watohing each word she said. 

And her aching brow sustaining ; 
To lose a mother, so loved, so dear. 

Seemed every joy obscuring. 
But to see her depart with a sorrowing heart. 

Was a woe beyond enduring. 

And he, her companion in woe and in weal. 

United in griet and in gladness. 
Plucked leaves from the Tree that was planted to heal. 

Concealing his bosom's sadness ; 
Oh, precious the promise the Scriptures record. 

To soothe in such seasons of sighins. 
An encouraging word with a Thus sauh the Lord, 

And the Comforter sweetly applying. 

But, hush, a soft slumber hath sealed up her eye, 
The throb and the anmiish suspending. 

Oh, who shall declare what was tiien passing by. 
What visions of glory descending I 
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No dark apprehension when wakening again. 

No terrors the fatore sorromided, 
But with sparkling eye and ecstatic cry. 

Her victory song she souiMled : — 

" I thought," she exclaimed ^ in the shadowy vale. 

My Saviour's aid obtaining, 
Though feeble I should in tbjp conflict prevail, 

And now he comes sustaining; 
Subsided now hath every fear. 

The darkness all hath vanished. 
And the accuser now with his shameless brow, 

By ImmanuePs smile is banished." 

*' Bold shall I stand in that great day ;" 

She said (the hymn reciting), 
** I'm ready now to launch away, 

I see my Lord inviting ; 
Yonder he sits on his glorious throne. 

And soon shall I bow before him. 
Soon join the song of the angel throng, 

And with golden harp adore him." 



We part, but the dew of thy memory brings, 

A sofbiess, a sweetness, a pleasure, 
iVnd though grief o'er my spirit its ii^uence flings, 

I cannot lament without measure ; 
I weep, but my eve though enveloped in tears, 

Beholds the inheritance given; 
And looking hj faith through the darimess of death, 

I trust to rejoin thee in heaven ! 



TENDXILB. 

ON THE DEATH OP MY FIRST CHILD. 
(foub MORmft Ams its ejULKomiMA.) 

So 8001I5 my child I when 1 left the eaiihj 

Thy life had bat just begun ; 
I stayed but to witness thy joyons fairth^ 

Child of my eldest son f 

So soon, my child ! .1 had thought the bark 

Of the blue eyed babe I knew, 
'Midst yarious changes bright and dark^ 

Would a lengthened yoyage pass through. 

A loyely bud in thy parents' bower, 

Beguiling many a care. 
In chudhood's home a fragrant flower, 

Diffusing pleasure there. 

And all life's different stages through. 

Wife, mother, matron staid ; J 
I pictured eyery scene for you. 

For you all blessings prayed. 

But all is well, yon world contains, 

No joys to wake a sigh, 
Tis only redolent of pains^ 

Tis only bliss to die. 

Tune your glad harp, young spirit! how, 

ImmanueTs praise the theme. 
Who died to eiye thine infent brow. 

Its radiant diadem. 

Nor thee alone; God's soyereim grace. 
Sought me and brought me nere, 
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Oh^ he shall have my ceaseless praise, 
The Lamb foir ever dear I 

And while we raise the anthem high^ 
On some soft cloud reclined, 

Well watch with: Jove's observant ey^. 
The dear ones left behind. 

And near the battlemehts of heaven. 
We'll oft together wait, . 

That ours be the first welcome given. 
As each pass through the gate. 



STANZAS TO MY ELDEST BOY. 

Buoyant and firesh, and glad, and free. 
Launch, voung soul, on life's sunshine sea; 
And while the bright billows in joyous play, 
Deceive and dazzle life's early day ; 
While prospects new wake new surprize. 
And all is fair to thy youthful eyes ; 
Call off thy young thoughts and seek to know, 
Whence dost thou come and whither go? 

Gaze round the green world with its fields and flowers. 
Its hills and its vales and its fragrant bow^s ; 
Heaven's broad blue vault in the prime of noon, " 
And the night sky decked with the silvery moon ; 
When beautiful stars seem through the night. 
Like angels' eyes watching kind and bright. 
And ask thyself or enquire to know, ' 
Who made all these, and who made you? 

Thy mother will tdl thee, blooming boy, • 
And a mother's kind words no y^ars destroy ; 
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That worlds, and skies, and stars, and snn. 
Are all the work of a wondrous One; 
Who dwells far away the clouds above, 
Whose nature, and whose name is love; 
And who hath free permission given. 
To say : '* Our Father, who art in heaven P 

Thy mother then her child will tellj 

In accents soft and suitable ; 

That folded up in thine ivory breast, 

Thou hast a most mvsterious guest ; 

A spark of life which shall survive, 

When worlds and skies have ceased to live; 

And then our child as years increase. 

Will hear described the path to peace. 

Mv child I mayest thou obtain the blessing, - 
Of Him who once was found caressing 
Just such as thee I His sunny smile, 
Oh may it thy life day begude ; 
Drive distant far intruding care. 
Nor suffer pale-faced sorrow there; 
Give thee to walk a flowery road. 
Blest with the blessing of a God ; 
And, little one, while life is green. 
Ere youth's soft down hath exiled been ; 
May he who called the Hebrew child. 
Gall thee in accents tender mild ; 
That voice which on young Samuel fell. 
May it Ebenezer I call as well ; 
Oh may it shew the pathway strait. 
And lead thee 'neath the narrow gate ; 
Refresh thine eyes with frequent views. 
And tell the joys which angels use ; 
The joys which one day thme shall be, 
To last a long eternity ; 



TENDSIL& 



Contmuing fresh^ continuing new, 
EternityWong noontide through. 



THE MOTHER'S SONG, 

A TOUNG mother sang to her beautifhl boy, 
With eyes ftdl of rapture, and words full of joy; 
And the babe, though as yet its brief life-day alone. 
The sunshine of scarce half a summer had known. 
Returned the bright glance of its mother^s ^lad eye. 
And uttered soft sounds which love owned m reply ; 
And I thought, 'mongst its scenes of privation and ill. 
The world has some pictures of innocence still. 

Shall I tell what the young mother sang to her child? 

For I all the time looked on, and listen^ and smiled ; 

Her song was in language the wise ones would scorn, 

In half-expressed accents of ecstacies bom; 

Twas mingled with kisses, fiiU, frequent, and fond. 

And ardent caresses expression beyond ; 

While sometimes, amidst the loud raptures they share, 

A tear would intrude, which had no business there. 

'< Oh do I not love thee, my beautiful boy I 
My own one 1 my fond one ! my jewel I my joy I 
Thy beautiful cheek, with its velvet and bloom. 
Is sweeter to me than the sweetest perftune; 
The beautiful blue of thy beautiful eye. 
Is bright as the blue of the midsummer sky; 
And when it turns towards me its accents of love, 
It melts and attracts like the glance of a dove. 

** I love thee, mv darling I when close at mv breast, 
Thou art cherished and nourished with food and with 
rest. 
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1 love thee when springing yet higher and higher> 
Thou seem'st from the cnrb of my arms to aspire ; 
I love thee when calm on my lap thou dost lie« 
I love thee when learning for what thou dost cry ; 
I love thee and watch thee when cartained asleep. 
And gaze till I mule, and smile till I weep. 

*^ Tis then when in stillness I watch thy repose. 
The scenes of the future before me unclose ; 
Tis then when I muse on the dangers and care. 
The sable inheritance all of us share ; 
When I think of the snares that shall crafty be set. 
In childhood and youth to entangle. thy feet; 
And the sterner temptations that manhood enthrall, 
I tremble and fear lest my darltog should fall. 

^ Tis then, my own weakness and feebleness known, 
Iplead the Lord's promise before the Lord's throne ; 
Then earnest I pray that the child he has ^ven, 
He '11 bless, and he '11 teach me to nurture for heaven ; 
Importunate then I pray th$it mv boy, . 
His father's delight, and his fond mother's joy. 
May know the best pleasures the world c^n afford. 
And himself nurture children to worship the Lord. . 
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ERRATA. 

Page 18, line 26, for ** morn," read '* noon.*' 

Page 40, last line, for " te," rtad ** the." 

Page 53, line 6, for " word," read •• words." 

Page 66, line 16, for " safety," read " safely." 

Page 185, line 2, for " rolled a down," read ** rolled down." 

Page 198, line 4, for « the wrath," read *' thy wrath." 
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